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CURIOUS FRAGMENTS 

EXTRACTED FROM A COMMON - PLACE BOOK, 

WHICH BELONGED TO ROBERT BURTON, THE 

FAMOUS AUTHOR OF THE " ANATOMY OF 
MELANCHOLY " 

EXTRACT I 

I Democritus Junior have put my finishing 
pen to a tractate De Melancholia, this day, 
December 5, 1620. First, I blesse the Trinity, 
which hath given me health to prosecute my 
worthlesse studies thus far, and make supplica- 
tion with a Laus Deo, if in any case these my 
poor labours may be found instrumental to weede 
out black melancholy, carking cares, harte-grief, 
from the mind of man. Sed hoc magis volo quam 
expecto. 

I turn now to my book, / nunc liber, goe forth, 
my brave Anatomy, child of my brain-sweat, and 
yee, candidi lectores, lo ! here I give him up to 
you, even do with him what you please, my 
masters. Some, I suppose, will applaud, com- 
mend, cry him up (these are my friends) hee 
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is a jlos rarus, forsooth, a none-such, a Phoenix 
(concerning whom see Plinius and Mandeuille, 
though Fienus de monstris doubteth at large of 
such a bird, whom Montaltus confuting argueth 
to have been a man malce scrupulositatis, of a 
weak and cowardlie faith : Christopherus a Vega 
is with him in this). Others again will blame, 
hiss, reprehende in many things, cry down alto- 
gether, my collections, for crude, inept, putid, 
post ccenam scripta, Cory ate could write better upon 
a full meal, verbose, inerudite, and not sufficiently 
abounding in authorities, dogmata, sentences, of 
learneder writers which have been before me, 
when as that first named sort clean otherwise 
judge of my labours to bee nothing else but a 
messe of opinions, a. vortex attracting indiscrimi- 
nate, gold, pearls, hay, straw, wood, excrement, 
an exchange, tavern, marte, for foreigners to 
congregate, Danes, Swedes, Hollanders, Lom- 
bards, so many strange faces, dresses, salutations, 
languages, all which Wolfius behelde with great 
contente upon the Venetian Rialto, as he de- 
scribes diffusedly in his book the world's 
Epitome, which Sannazar so bepraiseth, e contra 
our Polydore can see nothing in it ; they call 
me singular, a pedant, fantastic, words of 
reproach in this age, which is all too neoteric 
and light for my humour. 

One Cometh to me sighing, complaining. 
He expected universal remedies in my Anatomy ; 
so many cures as there are distemperatures 
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among men. I have not put his affection in 
my cases. Hear you his case. My fine Sir 
is a lover, an inamorato, a Pyramus, a Romeo ; 
he walks seven years disconsolate, moping, 
because he cannot enjoy his miss, insanus amor 
is his melancholy, the man is mad ; delirat, he 
dotes ; all this while his Glycera is rude, spite- 
ful, not to be entreated, churlish, spits at him, 
yet exceeding fair, gentle eyes (which is a 
beauty), hair lustrous and smiling, the trope is 
none of mine, Mneas Sylvius hath crines ridentes 
— in conclusion she is wedded to his rival, a 
boore, a Corydon, a rustic, omnino ignarus, he can 
scarce construe Corderius, yet haughty, fantastic, 
opiniatre. The lover travels, goes into foreign 
parts, peregrinates, amoris ergo, sees manners, 
customs, not English, converses with pilgrims, 
lying travellers, monks, hermits, those cattle, 
pedlars, travelling gentry, Egyptians, natural 
wonders, unicorns (though Aldobrandus will 
have them to be figments), satyrs, semi-viri, 
apes, monkeys, baboons, curiosities artificial, 
pyramides, Virgilius his tombe, relicks, bones, 
which are nothing but ivory as Melancthon 
judges, though Cornutus leaneth to think them 
bones of dogs, cats (why not men ?), which 
subtill priests vouch to have been saints, martyrs, 
heu Pietas ! By that time he has ended his 
course, fugit hora, seven other years are expired, 
gone by, time is he should return, he taketh 
ship for Britaine, much desired of his friends, 
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favebant venti, Neptune is curteis, after some 
weekes at sea he landeth, rides post to town, 
greets his family, kinsmen, compotores, those jokers 
his friends that were wont to tipple with him at 
alehouses ; these wonder now to see the change, 
quantum mutatus, the man is quite another thing, 
he is disenthralled, manumitted, he wonders 
what so bewitched him, he can now both see, 
hear, smell, handle, converse with his mistress, 
single by reason of the death of his rival, a 
widow having children, grown willing, prompt, 
amorous, shewing no such great dislike to second 
nuptials, hee might have her for asking, no 
such thing, his mind is changed, he loathes his 
former meat, had liever eat ratsbane, aconite, 
his humour is to die a batchelour ; marke the 
conclusion. In this humour of celibate seven 
other years are consumed in idleness, sloth, 
world's pleasures, which fatigate, satiate, induce 
wearinesse, vapours, t<zdium vitce : When upon 
a day, behold a wonder, redit Amor, the man 
is as sick as ever, he is commenced lover upon 
the old stock, walks with his hand thrust into 
his bosom for negligence, moping he leans his 
head, face yellow, beard flowing and incom- 
posite, eyes sunken, anhe/us, breath wheezy and 
asthmatical, by reason of over-much sighing : society 
he abhors, solitude is but a hell, what shall he 
doe ? all this while his mistresse is forward, 
coming, amantissima, ready to jump at once into 
his mouth, her he hateth, feels disgust when she 
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is but mentioned, thinks her ugly, old, a painted 
Jezabeel, Alecto, Megara, and Tisiphone all at 
once, a Corinthian Lais, a strumpet, only not 
handsome ; that which he afFecteth so much, 
that which drives him mad, distracted, phrenetic, 
beside himself, is no beauty which lives, nothing 
in rerum naturd (so he might entertain a hope 
of a cure), but something which is not, can never 
be, a certain fantastic opinion or notional image of 
his mistresse, that which she was, and that which 
hee thought her to be, in former times, how 
beautiful ! torments him, frets him, follows him, 
makes him that he wishes to die. 

This Caprichio, Sir Humourous, hee cometh 
to me to be cured. I counsel marriage with his 
mistresse, according to Hippocrates his method, 
together with milk diet, herbs, aloes, and wild 
parsley, good in such cases, though Avicenna 
preferreth some sort of wild fowl, teals, widgeons, 
becca ficos, which men in Sussex eat. He flies 
out in a passion, ho ! ho ; and falls to calling me 
names, dizzard, ass, lunatic, moper, Bedlamite, 
Pseudo-Democritus. I smile in his face, bidding 
him be patient, tranquil, to no purpose, he still 
rages, I think this man must fetch his remedies 
from Utopia, Fairy Land, Islands in the Moone, 
etc. 

EXTRACT II 

* * * Much disputacyons of fierce wits 
amongst themselves, in logomachies, subtle con- 
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troversies, many dry blows given on either side, 
contentions of learned men, or such as would be 
so thought, as Bodinus de Periodis saith of such 
an one, arrident amici ridet tnundus, in English, 
this man his cronies they cocker him up, they 
flatter him, he would fayne appear somebody, 
meanwhile the world thinks him no better than 
a dizzard, a ninny, a sophist * * * 

* * * Philosophy running mad, madness 
philosophising, much idle-learned inquiries, what 
truth is ? and no issue, fruit, of all these noises, 
only huge books are written, and who is the 
wiser ? * * * * Men sitting in the Doctor's 
chair, we marvel how they got there, being 
homines intellectus puherulenti, as Trincauellius 
notes ; they care not so they may raise a dust to 
smother the eyes of their oppugners ; homines 
parvulissimi as Lemniusy whom Alcuin herein 
taxeth of a crude Latinism ; dwarfs, minims, the 
least little men, these spend their time, and 'tis 
odds' but they lose their time and wits too into 
the bargain, chacing of nimble and retiring 
Truth. Her they prosecute, her still they 
worship, libant, they make libations, spilling the 
wine, as those old Romans in their sacrificials, 
Cerealia, Maygames : Truth is the game all these 
hunt after, to the extreme perturbacyon and 
drying up of the moistures, humidum radicale 
exsiccant, as Galen, in his counsels to one of these 
wear-wits, brain-moppers, spunges, saith. * * * 
and for all this nunquam metam attingunt, and how 
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should they ? they bowle awry, shooting beside 
the marke ; whereas it should appear, that Truth 
absolute on this planet of ours, is scarcely to be 
found, but in her stede Queene o/>zoti5« predomin- 
ates, governs, whose shifting and ever mutable 
Lampas, me seemeth, is man's destinie to follow, 
she prascurseth, she guideth him, before his 
uncapable eyes she frisketh her tender lights, 
which entertayne the child-man, untill what time 
his sight be strong to endure the vision of Very 
Truth, which is in the heavens, the vision which 
is beatifical, as Anianus expounds in his argument 
against certain mad wits which helde God to be 
corporeous ; these were dizzards, fools, gothamites. 
* * * but and if Very Truth be extant indeede 
on earth, as some hold she it is which actuates 
men's deeds, purposes, ye may in vaine look for 
her in the learned universities, halls, colleges. 
Truth is no Doctoresse, she taketh no degrees at 
Paris or Oxford, amongst great clerks, disputants, 
subtile Aristotles, men nodosi ingenii, able to take 
Lully by the chin, but oftentimes to such an .one 
as myself, an Idiota or common person, no great 
things, melancholising in woods where waters 
are, quiet places by rivers, fountains, whereas 
the silly man expecting no such matter, thinketh 
only how best to delectate and refresh his 
mynde continually with Natura her pleasant 
scenes, woods, waterfalls, or Art her statelier 
gardens, parks, terraces, Belvideres, on a sudden 
the goddesse herself Truth, hz^ appeared, with a 
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shyning lyghte and a sparklyng countenance, 

so as yee may not be able lightly to resist 
jjgj. *- * * * 

EXTRACT IV 

This morning. May 2, 1602, having first 
broken my fast upon eggs and cooling salades, 
mallows, water-cresses, those herbes, according 
to Villanovus his prescription, who disallows the 
use of meat in a morning as gross, fat, hebetant, 
feral, altogether fitter for wild beasts than men, 
e contra commendeth this herb-diete for gentle, 
humane, active, conducing to contemplation in 
most men, I betook myselfe to the nearest fields. 
(Being in London I commonly dwell in the 
suburbes, as airiest, quietest, loci musis propriores, 
free from noises of caroches, waggons, mechanick 
and base workes, workshoppes, also sights, 
pageants, spectacles of outlandish birds, fishes, 
crocodiles, Indians, mermaids, adde quarrels, 
fightings, wranglings of the mobbe, plebs, the 
rabble, duellos with fists, proper to this island, 
at which the stiletto'd and secrete Italian laughs :) 
withdrawing myselfe from these buzzing and 
illiterate vanities, with a bezo las manos to the 
citty, I begin to inhale, draw in, snufF up, as 
horses dilatis naribus snort the fresh aires, with 
exceeding great delight, when suddenly there 
crosses me a procession sad, heavy, dolorous, 
tristfull, melancholick, able to change mirth into 
dolour, and overcast a clearer atmosphere than 
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possibly the neighbourhoods of so great a city 
can afford. An old man, a poore man, deceased, 
is borne on men's shoulders to a poore buriall, 
without solemnities of hearse, mourners, plumes, 
mutce personce, those personate actors that will weep 
if yee show them a piece of silver ; none of those 
customed civilities of children, kinsfolk, depend- 
ants, following the coffin ; he died a poore man, 
his friends assessores opum, those cronies of his that 
stuck by him so long as he had a penny, now leave 
him, forsake him, shun him, desert him : they 
think it much to follow his putrid and stinking 
carcase to the grave ; his children, if he had any, 
for commonly the case stands thus, this poore 
man his son dies before him, he survives poore, 
indigent, base, dejected, miserable, etc., or if he 
have any which survive him, sua negotia agunt, 
they mind their own business, forsooth, cannot, 
will not, find time, leisure, inclination, extremum 
munus perficere, to follow to the pit their old 
indulgent father, which loved them, stroked 
them, caressed them, cockering them up, quantum 
potuit, as farre as his means extended, while they 
were babes, chits, minims, hee may rot in his 
grave, lie stinking in the sun, for them, have no 
buriall at all, they care not. O nefas I Chiefly I 
noted the coffin to have been without a pall, 
nothing but a few planks of cheapest wood that 
could be had, naked, having none of the ordinary 
symptomata of a funerall, those locularii which 
bare the body, having on diversely, coloured 
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coats, and none black ; (one of these reported the 
deceased to have been an almsman seven yeares, 
a pauper, harboured and fed in the workhouse of 
St. Giles in the fields, to whose proper burying 
ground he was now going for interment). All 
which when I behelde, hardly I refrained from 
weeping, and incontinently I fell to musing : " If 
this man had been rich, a Crcesus, a Crassus, or as 
rich as Whittington, what pompe, charge, lavish 
cost, expenditure of rich buriall, ceremoniall- 
obsequies, obsequious ceremonies^ had been thought 
too good for such an one ; what store of pane- 
gyricks, elogies, funerall orations, etc., some 
beggarly poetaster, worthy to be beaten for his 
ill rimes, crying him up, hee was rich, generous, 
bountiful, polite, learned, a Mcscenas, while as in 
very deede he was nothing lesse : what weeping, 
sighing, sorrowing, honing, complaining, kins- 
men, friends, relatives, fourtieth cousins, poor 
relatives, lamenting for the deceased ; hypo- 
criticall heirs, sobbing, striking their breasts (they 
care not if he had died a year ago) ; so many 
clients dependants, flatterers, parasites, cunning 
Gnathoes, tramping on foot after the hearse, all 
their care is, who shall stand fairest with the 
successour ; he meantime (like enough) spurns 
them from him, spits at them, treads them under 
his foot, will have nought to do with any such 
cattle. I think him in the right : Hcec sunt 
major a gravitate Heracliti. These follies are enough 
to give crying Heraclitus a Jit of the spleene.'" 
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HYPOCHONDRIACUS 

By myself walking. 
To rriyself talking, 
When as I ruminate 
On my untoward fate. 
Scarcely seem I 
Alone sufficiently, 
Black thoughts continually 
Crowding my privacy ; 
They come unbidden, 
Like foes at a wedding. 
Thrusting their faces 
In better guests' places, 
Peevish and malecontent, 
Clownish, impertinent, 
Dashing the merriment : 
So in like fashions 
Dim cogitations 
Follow and haunt me. 
Striving to daunt me, 
In my heart festering. 
In my ears whispering, 
" Thy friends are treacherous, 
Thy foes are dangerous. 
Thy dreams ominous." 
1 1 



HYPOCHONDRIACUS 

Fierce Anthropophagi, 
Spectra, Diaboli, 
What scared St. Anthony, 
Hobgoblins, Lemures, 
Dreams of Antipodes, 
Night-riding Incubi 
Troubling the fantasy. 
All dire illusions 
Causing confusions ; 
Figments heretical, 
Scruples fantastical. 
Doubts diabolical ; 
Abaddon vexeth me, 
Mahu perplexeth me, 
Lucifer teareth me — 
"Jesu ! Maria ! liberate nos ab his 
diris tentationibus Inimici. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF CHRIST'S 
HOSPITAL 

To comfort the desponding parent with the 
thought that, without diminishing the stock 
which is imperiously demanded to furnish the 
more pressing and homely wants of our nature, 
he has disposed of one or more perhaps out of 
a numerous offspring, under the shelter of a care 
scarce less tender than the paternal, where not 
only their bodily cravings shall be supplied, but 
that mental pabulum is also dispensed, which He 
hath declared to be no less necessary to our 
sustenance, who said that " not by bread alone 
man can live " ; for this Christ's Hospital un- 
folds her bounty. Here neither, on the one 
hand, are the youth lifted up above their family, 
which we must suppose liberal though reduced ; 
nor, on the other hand, are they liable to be 
depressed below its level by the mean habits 
and sentiments which a common charity-school 
generates. It is, in a word, an Institution to 
keep those who have yet held up their heads in 
the world from sinking ; to keep alive the spirit 

13 
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of a decent household, when poverty was in 
danger of crushing it ; to assist those who are 
the most willing, but not always the most able, 
to assist themselves ; to separate a child from 
his family for a season, in order to render him 
back hereafter, with feelings and habits more 
congenial to it, than he could even have attained 
by remaining at home in the bosom of it. It 
is a preserving and renovating principle, an 
antidote for the res angusta domi, when it presses, 
as it always does, most heavily upon the most 
ingenuous natures. 

This is Christ's Hospital ; and whether its 
character would be improved by confining its 
advantages to the very lowest of the people, let 
those judge who have witnessed the looks, the 
gestures, the behaviour, the manner of their 
play with one another, their deportment towards 
strangers, the whole aspect and physiognomy of 
that vast assemblage of boys on the London 
foundation, who freshen and make alive again 
with their sports the else mouldering cloisters 
of the old Grey Friars — which strangers who 
have never witnessed, if they pass through 
Newgate Street, or by Smithfield, would do 
well to go a little out of their way to see. 

For the Christ's Hospital boy feels that he is 

" no charity-boy ; he feels it in the antiquity and 

regality of the foundation to which he belongs ; 

in the usage which he meets with at school, 

and the treatment he is accustomed to out of 
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its bounds ; in the respect, and even kindness, 
which his well-known garb never fails to 
procure him in the streets of the metropolis ; 
he feels it in his education, in that measure 
of classical attainments, which every individual 
at that school, though not destined to a learned 
profession, has it in his power to procure, 
attainments which it would be worse than 
folly to put it in the reach of the labouring 
classes to acquire ; he feels it in the numberless 
comforts, and even magnificences, which surround 
him ; in his old and awful cloisters, with their 
traditions ; in his spacious schoolrooms, and in 
the well-ordered, airy, and lofty rooms where 
he sleeps ; in his stately dining-hall, hung round 
with pictures, by Verrio, Lely, and others, one 
of them surpassing in size and grandeur almost 
any other in the kingdom ; ^ above all, in the 
very extent and magnitude of the body to 
which he belongs, and the consequent spirit, 
the intelligence, and public conscience, which 
is the result of so many various yet wonderfully 
combining members. Compared with this last- 
named advantage, what is the stock of information 
(I do not here speak of book-learning, but of that 
knowledge which boy receives from boy), the 
mass of collected opinions, the intelligence in 

1 By Verrio, representing James the Second on his throne, 
surrounded by his courtiers (all curious portraits), receiving the 
mathematical pupils at their annual presentation, a custom still 
kept up on New Year's Day at Court. 

IS 



CHRIST'S HOSPITAL 

common, among the few and narrow members 
of an ordinary boarding-school. 

The Christ's Hospital or Blue-coat boy has 
a distinctive character of his own, as far removed 
from the abject qualities of a common charity- 
boy as it is from the disgusting forwardness of 
a lad brought up at some other of the public 
schools. There is pride in it, accumulated from 
the circumstances which I have described as 
differencing him from the former ; and there 
is a restraining modesty, from a sense of obligation 
and dependence, which must ever keep his 
deportment from assimilating to that of the 
latter. His very garb, as it is antique and 
venerable, feeds his self- respect ; as it is a 
badge of dependence, it restrains the natural 
petulance of that age from breaking out into 
overt acts of insolence. This produces silence 
and a reserve before strangers, yet not that 
cowardly shyness which boys mewed up at home 
will feel ; he will speak up when spoken to, 
but the stranger must begin the conversation 
with him. Within his bounds he is all fire 
and play ; but in the streets he steals along 
with all the self-concentration of a young monk. 
He is never known to mix with other boys, 
they are a sort of laity to him. All this 
proceeds, I have no doubt, from the continual 
consciousness which he carries about him of 
the difference of his dress from that of the 
rest of the world ; with a modest jealousy 
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over himself, lest, by over -hastily mixing with 
common and secular playfellows, he should 
commit the dignity of his cloth. Nor let any 
one laugh at this ; for, considering the pro- 
pensity of the multitude, and especially of the 
small multitude, to ridicule anything unusual 
in dress — above all, where such peculiarity may 
be construed by malice into a mark of dis- 
paragement — this reserve will appear to be 
nothing more than a wise instinct in the 
Blue-coat boy. That it is neither pride nor 
rusticity, at least that it has none of the offen- 
sive qualities of either, a stranger may soon 
satisfy himself by putting a question to any 
of these boys : he may be sure of an answer 
couched in terms of plain civility, neither 
loquacious nor embarrassed. Let him put the 
same question to a parish- boy, or to one of 

the trencher -caps in the cloisters, and 

the impudent reply of the one shall not fail 
to exasperate any more than the certain servility, 
and mercenary eye to reward, which he will 
meet with in the other, can fail to depress and 
sadden him. 

The Christ's Hospital boy is a religious 
character. His school is eminently a religious 
foundation ; it has its peculiar prayers, its services 
at set times, its graces, hymns, and anthems, 
following each other in an almost monastic 
closeness of succession. This religious character 
in him is not always untinged with superstition. 

L. IV 17 c 
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That is not wonderful, when we consider the 
thousand tales and traditions which must circulate 
with undisturbed credulity, amongst so many 
boys, that have so few checks to their belief from 
any intercourse with the world at large ; upon 
whom their equals in age must work so much, 
their elders so little. With this leaning towards 
an over-belief in matters of religion, which will 
soon correct itself when he comes out into society, 
may be classed a turn for romance above most 
other boys. This is to be traced in the same 
manner to their excess of society with each other, 
and defect of mingling with the world. Hence 
the peculiar avidity with which such books as 
the Arabian Nights' Entertainments, and others 
of a still wilder cast, are, or at least were in my 
time, sought for by the boys. I remember when 
some half-dozen of them set off from school, 
without map, card, or compass, on a serious 
expedition to find out Philip QuarlPs Island. 

The Christ's Hospital boy's sense of right 
and wrong is peculiarly tender and apprehensive. 
It is even apt to run out into ceremonial observ- 
ances, and to impose a yoke upon itself beyond 
the strict obligations of the moral law. Those 
who were contemporaries with me at that School 
thirty years ago, will remember with what more 
than Judaic rigour the eating of the fat of certain 
boiled meats ^ was interdicted. A boy would 
have blushed, as at the exposure of some heinous 

I Under the denomination oi gags. 
I8 
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immorality, to have been detected eating that 
forbidden portion of his allowance of animal 
food, the whole of which, while he was in health, 
was little more than sufficient to allay his hunger. 
The same, or even greater, refinement was shown 
in the rejection of certain kinds of sweet-cake. 
What gave rise to these supererogatory penances, 
these self-denying ordinances, I could never 
learn ; ^ they certainly argue no defect of the 
conscientious principle. A little excess in that 
article is not undesirable in youth, to make 
allowance for the inevitable waste which comes 
in maturer years. But in the less ambiguous 
line of duty, in those directions of the moral 
feelings which cannot be mistaken or depreciated, 
I will relate what took place in the year 1785, 
when Mr. Perry, the steward, died. I must be 
pardoned for taking my instances from my own 
times. Indeed the vividness of mv recollections, 
while I am upon this subject, almost brings back 
those times ; they are present to me still. But 
I believe that in the years which have elapsed 
since the period which I speak of, the character 
of the Christ's Hospital boy is very little changed. 
Their situation in point of many comforts is 

1 I am told that the late steward, Mr. Hathaway, who evinced 
on many occasions a most praiseworthy anxiety to promote the 
comfort of the boys, had occasion for all his address and perseverance 
to eradicate the first of these unfortunate prejudices, in which he 
at length happily succeeded, and thereby restored to one half of 
the animal nutrition of the school those honours which painful 
superstition and blind zeal had so long conspired to withhold from it. 

19 



CHRIST'S HOSPITAL 

improved ; but that which I ventured before 
to term the public conscience of the school, the 
pervading moral sense, of which every mind 
partakes, and to which so many individual minds 
contribute, remains, I believe, pretty much the 
same as when I left it. I have seen within this 
twelvemonth almost the change which has been 
produced upon a boy of eight or nine years of 
age, upon being admitted into that school ; how, 
from a pert young coxcomb, who thought that 
all knowledge was comprehended within his 
shallow brains, because a smattering of two or 
three languages and one or two sciences were 
stuffed into him by injudicious treatment at home, 
by a mixture with the wholesome society of so 
many schoolfellows, in less time than I have 
spoken of, he has sunk to his own level, and is 
contented to be carried on in the quiet orb of 
modest self-knowledge in which the common mass 
of that unpresumptuous assemblage of boys seem 
to move ; from being a little unfeeling mortal, 
he has got to feel and reflect. Nor would it be 
a difficult matter to show how, at a school like 
this, where the boy is neither entirely separated 
from home, nor yet exclusively under its 
influence, the best feelings, the filial for instance, 
are brought to a maturity which they could not 
have attained under a completely domestic 
education ; how the relation of parent is rendered 
less tender by unremitted association, and the 
very awfulness of age is best apprehended by 
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some sojourning amidst the comparative levity 
of youth ; how absence, not drawn out by too 
great extension into alienation or forgetfulness, 
puts an edge upon the relish of occasional inter- 
course, and the boy is made the better child 
by that which keeps the force of that relation 
from being felt as perpetually pressing on him ; 
how the substituted paternity, into the care 
of which he is adopted, while in everything 
substantial it makes up for the natural, in the 
necessary omission of individual fondness and 
partialities, directs the mind only the more 
strongly to appreciate that natural and first tie, 
in which such weaknesses are the bond of 
strength, and the appetite which craves after 
them betrays no perverse palate. But these 
speculations rather belong to the question of the 
comparative advantage of a public over a private 
education in general. I must get back to my 
favourite school ; and to that which took place 
when our old and good steward died. 

And I will say, that when I think of the 
frequent instances which I have met with in 
children, of a hard-heartedness, a callousness, 
and insensibility to the loss of relations, even of 
those who have begot and nourished them, I 
cannot but consider it as a proof of something 
in the peculiar conformation of that school, 
favourable to the expansion of the best feelings 
of our nature, that, at the period which I am 
noticing, out of five hundred boys there was not 
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a dry eye to be found among them, nor a heart 
that did not beat with genuine emotion. Every 
impulse to play, until the funeral day was past, 
seemed suspended throughout the school ; and 
the boys, lately so mirthful and sprightly, were 
seen pacing their cloisters alone, or in sad groups 
standing about, few of them without some token, 
such as their slender means could provide, a 
black riband or something to denote respect and 
a sense of their loss. The time itself was a time 
of anarchy, a time in which all authority (out 
of school-hours) was abandoned. The ordinary 
restraints were for those days superseded ; and 
the gates, which at other times kept us in, were 
left without watchers. Yet, with the exception 
of one or two graceless boys at most, who took 
advantage of that suspension of authorities to 
skulk out, as it was called, the whole body of that 
great school kept rigorously within their bounds, 
by a voluntary self-imprisonment ; and they who 
broke bounds, though they escaped punishment 
from any master, fell into a general disrepute 
among us, and, for that which at any other time 
would have been applauded and admired as a mark 
of spirit, were consigned to infamy and reproba- 
tion ; so much natural government have gratitude 
and the principles of reverence and love, and so 
much did a respect to their dead friend prevail 
with these Christ's Hospital boys above any fear 
which his presence among them when living 
could ever produce. And if the impressions 
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which were made on my mind so long ago are 
to be trusted, very richly did their steward 
deserve this tribute. It is a pleasure to me even 
now to call to mind his portly form, the regal 
awe which he always contrived to inspire, in 
spite of a tenderness and even weakness of nature 
that would have enfeebled the reins of discipline 
in any other master ; a yearning of tenderness 
towards those under his protection, which could 
make five hundred boys at once feel towards him 
each as to their individual father. He had faults, 
with which we had nothing to do ; but, with all 
his faults, indeed, Mr. Perry was a most extra- 
ordinary creature. Contemporary with him, and 
still living, though he has long since resigned 
his occupation, will it be impertinent to mention 
the name of our excellent upper grammar-master, 
the Rev. James Boyer .? He was a disciplinarian, 
indeed, of a different stamp from him whom I 
have just described ; but, now the terrors of the 
rod, and of a temper a little too hasty to leave 
the more nervous of us quite at our ease to do 
justice to his merits in those days, are long since 
over, ungrateful were we if we should refuse our 
testimony to that unwearied assiduity with which 
he attended to the particular improvement of 
each of us. Had we been the ofi?spring of the 
first gentry in the land, he could not have been 
instigated by the strongest views of recompense 
and reward to have made himself a greater slave 
to the most laborious of all occupations than he 
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did for us sons of charity, from whom, or from 
our parents, he could expect nothing. He has 
had his reward in the satisfaction of having dis- 
charged his duty, in the pleasurable conscious- 
ness of having advanced the respectability of that 
institution to which, both man and boy, he was 
attached ; in the honours to which so many of 
his pupils have successfully aspired at both our 
Universities ; and in the staff with which the 
Governors of the Hospital at the close of his 
hard labours, with the highest expressions of 
the obligations the school lay under to him, 
unanimously voted to present him. 

I have often considered it among the felicities 
of the constitution of this school, that the offices 
of steward and schoolmaster are kept distinct ; 
the strict business of education alone devolving 
upon the latter, while the former has the charge 
of all things out of school, the control of the 
provisions, the regulation of meals, of dress, of 
play, and the ordinary intercourse of the boys. 
By this division of management, a superior re- 
spectability must attach to the teacher while 
his office is unmixed with any of these lower 
concerns. A still greater advantage over the 
construction of common boarding-schools is to 
be found in the settled salaries of the masters, 
rendering them totally free of obligation to any 
individual pupil or his parents. This never 
fails to have its effisct at schools where each 
boy can reckon up to a hair what profit the 
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master derives from him, where he views him 
every day in the light of a caterer, a provider 
for the family, who is to get so much by him 
in each of his meals. Boys will see and consider 
these things ; and how much must the sacred 
character of preceptor suffer in their minds by 
these degrading associations ! The very bill 
which the pupil carries home with him at 
Christmas, eked out, perhaps, with elaborate 
though necessary minuteness, instructs him that 
his teachers have other ends than the mere love 
to learning in the lessons which they give him ; 
and though they put into his hands the fine 
sayings of Seneca or Epictetus, yet they them- 
selves are none of those disinterested pedagogues 
to teach philosophy gratis. The master, too, 
is sensible that he is seen in this light ; and 
how much this must lessen that affectionate 
regard to the learners which alone can sweeten 
the bitter labour of instruction, and convert the 
whole business into unwelcome and uninter- 
esting task-work, many preceptors that I have 
conversed with on the subject are ready, with 
a sad heart, to acknowledge. From this incon- 
venience the settled salaries of the masters of 
this school in great measure exempt them ; while 
the happy custom of choosing masters (indeed 
every officer of the establishment) from those 
who have received their education there, gives 
them an interest in advancing the character of 
the school, and binds them to observe a tender- 
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ness and a respect to the children, in which a 
stranger, feeHng that independence which I have 
spoken of, might well be expected to fail. 

In affectionate recollections of the place where 
he was bred up, in hearty recognitions of old 
schoolfellows met with again after the lapse ot 
years, or in foreign countries, the Christ's 
Hospital boy yields to none ; I might almost 
say he goes beyond most other boys. The 
very compass and magnitude of the school, its 
thousand bearings, the space it takes up in the 
imagination beyond the ordinary schools, im- 
presses a remembrance, accompanied with an 
elevation of mind, that attends him through life. 
It is too big, too affecting an object, to pass 
away quickly from his mind. The Christ's 
Hospital boy's friends at school are commonly 
his intimates through life. For me, I do not 
know whether a constitutional imbecility does 
not incline me too obstinately to cling to the 
remembrances of childhood ; in an inverted ratio 
to the usual sentiments of mankind, nothing that 
I have been engaged in since seems of any value 
or importance, compared to the colours which 
imagination gave to everything then. I belong 
to no body corporate such as I then made a part 
of. — And here before I close, taking leave of the 
general reader, and addressing myself solely to 
my old schoolfellows, that were contemporaries 
with me from the year 1782 to 1789, let me 
have leave to remember some of those cir- 
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cumstances of our school, which they will not 
be unwilling to have brought back to their minds. 
And first, let us remember, as first in import- 
ance in our childish eyes^ the young men (as 
they almost were) who, under the denomination 
of Grecians, were waiting the expiration of the 
period when they should be sent, at the charges 
of the Hospital, to one or other of our Uni- 
versities, but more frequently to Cambridge. 
These youths, from their superior acquirements, 
their superior age and stature, and the fewness 
of their numbers (for seldom above two or three 
at a time were inaugurated into that high order), 
drew the eyes of all, and especially of the younger 
boys, into a reverent observance and admiration. 
How tall they used to seem to us ! — how stately 
would they pace along the cloisters ! — while the 
play of the lesser boys was absolutely suspended, 
or its boisterousness at least allayed, at their 
presence ! Not that they ever beat or struck 
the boys — that would have been to have de- 
meaned themselves — the dignity of their persons 
alone insured them all respect. The task of 
blows, of corporal chastisement, they left to the 
common monitors, or heads of wards, who it 
must be confessed, in our time had rather too 
much licence allowed them to oppress and mis- 
use their inferiors ; and the interference of the 
Grecian, who may be considered as the spiritual 
power, was not unfrequently called for, to 
mitigate by its mediation, the heavy unrelenting 
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arm of this temporal power, or monitor. In 
fine, the Grecians were the solemn Muftis of 
the school. JEras were computed from their 
time ; — it used to be said, such or such a thing 

was done when S or T was Grecian. 

As I ventured to call the Grecians the Muftis 
of the school, the king's boys,^ as their character 
then was, may well pass for the Janisaries. They 
were the terror of all the other boys ; bred up 
under that hardy sailor, as well as excellent 
mathematician, and co- navigator with Captain 
Cook, William Wales. All his systems were 
adapted to fit them for the rough element which 
they were destined to encounter. Frequent and 
severe punishments, which were expected to be 
borne with more than Spartan fortitude, came 
to be considered less as inflictions of disgrace 
than as trials of obstinate endurance. To make 
his boys hardy, and to give them early sailor- 
habits, seemed to be his only aim ; to this every- 
thing was subordinate. Moral obliquities, indeed, 
were sure of receiving their full recompense, 
for no occasion of laying on the lash was ever 
let slip ; but the effects expected to be produced 
from it were something very different from con- 
trition or mortification. There was in William 
Wales a perpetual fund of humour, a constant 
glee about him, which, heightened by an in- 
veterate provincialism of North-country dialect, 

1 The mathematical pupils, bred up to the sea, on the founda- 
tion of Charles the Second. 
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absolutely took away the sting from his severities. 
His punishments were a game at patience, in 
which the master was not always worst contented 
when he found himself at times overcome by 
his pupil. What success this discipline had, or 
how the effects of it operated upon the after- 
lives of these king's boys, I cannot say : but I 
am sure that, for the time, they were absolute 
nuisances to the rest of the school. Hardy, 
brutal, and often wicked, they were the most 
graceless lump in the whole mass : older and 
bigger than the other boys (for, by the system of 
their education they were kept longer at school by 
two or three years than any of the rest, except 
the Grecians), they were a constant terror to the 
younger part of the school ; and some who may 
read this, I doubt not, will remember the con- 
sternation into which the juvenile fry of us were 
thrown, when the cry was raised in the cloisters, 
that the First Order was coming — for so they 
termed the first form or class of those boys. Still 
these sea-boys answered some good purposes in 
the school. They were the military class among 
the boys, foremost in athletic exercises, who ex- 
tended the fame of the prowess of the school far 
and near : and the apprentices in the vicinage, 
and sometimes the butchers' boys in the neigh- 
bouring market, had sad occasion to attest their 
valour. 

The time would fail me if I were to attempt 
to enumerate all those circumstances, some 
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pleasant, some attended with some pain, which 
seen through the mist of distance, come sweetly 
softened to the memory. But I must crave leave 
to remember our transcending superiority in 
those invigorating sports, leap-frog, and basting 
the bear ; our delightful excursions in the sum- 
mer holidays to the New River, near Newing- 
ton, where, like otters, we would live the long 
day in the water, never caring for dressing 
ourselves when we had once stripped ; our 
savoury meals afterwards, when we came home 
almost famished with staying out all day without 
our dinners ; our visits at other times to the 
Tower, where, by ancient privilege, we had free 
access to all the curiosities ; our solemn proces- 
sions through the City at Easter, with the Lord 
Mayor's largess of buns, wine, and a shilling, 
with the festive questions and civic pleasantries 
of the dispensing Aldermen, which were more to 
us than all the rest of the banquet ; our stately 
suppings in public, where the well-lighted hall, 
and the confluence of well-dressed company who 
came to see us, made the whole look more like 
a concert or assembly, than a scene of a plain 
bread and cheese collation ; the annual orations 
upon St. Matthew's day, in which the senior 
scholar, before he had done, seldom failed to 
reckon up, among those who had done honour 
to our school by being educated in it, the names 
of those accomplished critics and Greek scholars, 
Joshua Barnes and Jeremiah Markland (I marvel 
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they left out Camden while they were about it). 
Let me have leave to remember our hymns and 
anthems, and well-toned organ ; the doleful tune 
of the burial anthem chanted in the solemn 
cloisters, upon the seldom-occurring funeral of 
some schoolfellow ; the festivities at Christmas, 
when the richest of us would club our stock 
to have a gaudy day, sitting round the fire, 
replenished to the height with logs, and the 
penniless, and he that could contribute nothing, 
partook in all the mirth, and in some of the 
substantialities of the feasting ; the carol sung 
by night at that time of the year, which, when 
a young boy, I have so often lain awake to hear 
from seven (the hour of going to bed) till ten, 
when it was sung by the older boys and 
monitors, and have listened to it, in their rude 
chanting, till I have been transported in fancy 
to the fields of Bethlehem, and the song which 
was sung at that season by angels' voices to the 
shepherds. 

Nor would I willingly forget any of those 
things which administered to our vanity. The 
hem-stitched bands, and town-made shirts, which 
some of the most fashionable among us wore ; 
the town-girdles, with buckles of silver, or 
shining stone ; the badges of the sea-boys ; the 
cots, or superior shoe-strings of the monitors ; 
the medals of the markers (those who were 
appointed to hear the Bible read in the wards on 
Sunday morning and evening), which bore on 
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their obverse in silver, as certain parts of our 
garments carried in meaner metal, the counte- 
nance of our Founder, that godly and royal 
child. King Edward the Sixth, the flower of the 
Tudor name — the young flower that was un- 
timely cropped as it began to fill our land with 
its early odours — the boy -patron of boys — the 
serious and holy child who walked with Cran- 
mer and Ridley — fit associate, in those tender 
years, for the bishops and future martyrs of our 
Church, to receive, or (as occasion sometimes 
proved) to give instruction. 

But ah ! what means the silent tear ? 

Why, e'en mid joy, my bosom heave ? 
Ye long lost scenes, enchantments dear ! 

Lo ! how I linger o'er your grave. 



Fly then, ye hours of rosy hue. 

And bear away the bloom of years ! 
And quick succeed, ye sickly crew 

Of doubts and sorrows, pains and fears ! 

Still will I ponder Fate's unaltered plan. 

Nor, tracing back the child, forget that I am man.^ 

1 Lines meditated in the cloisters of Christ's Hospital, in the 
Poetics of Mr. George Dyer. 
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CONSIDERED WITH REFERENCE TO THEIR FITNESS 
FOR STAGE REPRESENTATION 

Taking a turn the other day in the Abbey, I 
was struck with the affected attitude of a figure, 
which I do not remember to have seen before, 
and which upon examination proved to be a 
whole-length of the celebrated Mr. Garrick. 
Though I would not go so far with some good 
Catholics abroad as to shut players altogether out 
of consecrated ground, yet I own I was not a 
little scandalised at the introduction of theatrical 
airs and gestures into a place set apart to remind 
us of the saddest realities. Going nearer, I found 
inscribed under this harlequin figure the follow- 
ing lines : — 

To paint fair Nature, by divine command, 
Her magic pencil in his glowing hand, 
A Shakspeare rose : then, to expand his fame 
Wide o'er this breathing world, a Garrick came. 
Though sunk in death the forms the Poet drew. 
The Actor's genius made them breathe anew ; 
Though, like the bard himself, in night they lay, 
Immortal Garrick call'd them back to day : 
L. IV 33 D 
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And till Eternity with power sublime 
Shall mark the mortal hour of hoary Time, 
Shakspeare and Garrick like twin-stars shall shine, 
And earth irradiate with a beam divine. 

It would be an insult to my readers' under- 
standings to attempt anything like a criticism on 
this farrago of false thoughts and nonsense. 
But the reflection it led me into was a kind of 
wonder, how, from the days of the actor here 
celebrated to our own, it should have been the 
fashion to compliment every performer in his 
turn, that has had the luck to please the town 
in any of the great characters of Shakspeare, with 
a notion of possessing a mind congenial with the 
poeis ; how people should come thus unaccount- 
ably to confound the power of originating 
poetical images and conceptions with the faculty 
of being able to read or recite the same when 
put into words ; ^ or what connection that 
absolute mastery over the heart and soul of man, 
which a great dramatic poet possesses, has with 
those low tricks upon the eye and ear, which a 
player by observing a few general effects, which 
some common passion, as grief, anger, etc., 
usually has upon the gestures and exterior, can 

1 It is observable that we fall into this confusion only in 
dramatic recitations. We never dream that the gentleman who 
reads Lucretius in public with great applause, is therefore a great 
poet and philosopher ; nor do we find that Tom Davies, the book- 
seller, who is recorded to have recited the Paradise Lost better than 
any man in England in his day (though I cannot help thinking 
there must be some mistake in this tradition) was therefore, by his 
intimate friends, set upon a level with Milton. 
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easily compass. To know the internal workings 
and movements of a great mind, of an Othello 
or a Hamlet, for instance, the when and the 
why and the how far they should be moved ; to 
what pitch a passion is becoming ; to give the 
reins and to pull in the curb exactly at the 
moment when the drawing in or the slacking is 
most graceful ; seems to demand a reach of intel- 
lect of a vastly different extent from that which 
is employed upon the bare imitation of the signs 
of these passions in the countenance or gesture, 
which signs are usually observed to be most 
lively and emphatic in the weaker sort of minds, 
and which signs can after all but. indicate some 
passion, as I said before, anger, or grief, gener- 
ally ; but of the motives and grounds of the 
passion, wherein it differs from the same passion 
in low and vulgar natures, of these the actor can 
give no more idea by his face or gesture than 
the eye (without a metaphor) can speak, or the 
muscles utter intelligible sounds. But such is 
the instantaneous nature of the impressions which 
we take in at the eye and ear at a playhouse, 
compared with the slow apprehension oftentimes 
of the understanding in reading, that we are apt 
not only to sink the play-writer in the considera- 
tion which we pay to the actor, but even to 
identify in our minds in a perverse manner, the 
actor with the character which he represents. 
It is difficult for a frequent play-goer to disem- 
barrass the idea of Hamlet from the person and 
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voice of Mr. K. We speak of Lady Macbeth, 
while we are in reahty thinking of Mrs. S. Nor 
is this confusion incidental alone to unlettered 
persons, who, not possessing the advantage of 
reading, are necessarily dependent upon the 
stage-player for all the pleasure which they can 
receive from the drama, and to whom the very 
idea of what an author is cannot be made com- 
prehensible without some pain and perplexity 
of mind : the error is one from which persons 
otherwise not meanly lettered, find it almost 
impossible to extricate themselves. 

Never let me be so ungrateful as to forget 
the very high degree of satisfaction which I 
received some years back from seeing for the 
first time a tragedy of Shakspeare performed, 
in which these two great performers sustained 
the principal parts. It seemed to embody 
and realise conceptions which had hitherto 
assumed no distinct shape. But dearly do 
we pay all our life afterwards for this juvenile 
pleasure, this sense of distinctness. When the 
novelty is past, we find to our cost that, instead 
of realising an idea, we have only materialised 
and brought down a fine vision to the standard 
of flesh and blood. We have let go a dream, 
in quest of an unattainable substance. 

How cruelly this operates upon the mind, 
to have its free conceptions thus cramped and 
pressed down to the measure of a strait - 
lacing actuality, may be judged from that 
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delightful sensation of freshness, with which 
we turn to those plays of Shakspeare which 
have escaped being performed, and to those 
passages in the acting plays of the same writer 
which have happily been left out in the per- 
formance. How far the very custom of hearing 
anything spouted, withers and blows upon a fine 
passage, may be seen in those speeches from 
Henry the Fifth, etc., which are current in the 
mouths of school-boys from their being to be 
found in 'Enfield Speakers, and such kind of books. 
I confess myself utterly unable to appreciate that 
celebrated soliloquy in Hamlet, beginning "To 
be or not to be," or to tell whether it be good, 
bad, or indifferent, it has been so handled and 
pawed about by declamatory boys and men, 
and torn so inhumanly from its living place 
and principle of continuity in the play, till it 
is become to me a perfect dead member. 

It may seem a paradox, but I cannot help 
being of opinion that the plays of Shakspeare 
are less calculated for performance on a stage 
than those of almost any other dramatist what- 
ever. Their distinguished excellence is a re,ason 
that they should be so. There is so much in 
them, which comes not under the province of 
acting, with which eye, and tone, and gesture, 
have nothing to do. 

The glory of the scenic art is to personate 
passion, and the turns of passion ; and the more 
coarse and palpable the passion is, the more 
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hold upon the eyes and ears of the spectators 
the performer obviously possesses. For this 
reason, scolding scenes, scenes where two persons 
talk themselves into a fit of fury, and then in 
a surprising manner talk themselves out of it 
again, have always been the most popular upon 
our stage. And the reason is plain, because 
the spectators are here most palpably appealed 
to, they are the proper judges in this war of 
words, they are the legitimate ring that should 
be formed round such " intellectual prize- 
fighters." Talking is the direct object of the 
imitation here. But in the best dramas, and 
in Shakspeare above all, how obvious it is, that 
the form of speakings whether it be in soliloquy 
or dialogue, is only a medium, and often a 
highly artificial one, for putting the reader or 
spectator into possession of that knowledge 
of the inner structure and workings of mind 
in a character, which he could otherwise never 
have arrived at in that form of composition by 
any gift short of intuition. We do here as 
we do with novels written in the epistolary form. 
How many improprieties, perfect solecisms in 
letter-writing, do we put up with in " Clarissa " 
and other books, for the sake of the delight 
which that form upon the whole gives us. 

But the practice of stage representation 
reduces everything to a controversy of elocu- 
tion. Every character, from the boisterous 
blasphemings of Bajazet to the shrinking timidity 
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of womanhood, must play the orator. The 
love-dialogues of Romeo and Juliet, those silver- 
sweet sounds of lovers' tongues by night ; the 
more intimate and sacred sweetness of nuptial 
colloquy between an Othello or a Posthumus 
with their married wives, all those delicacies 
which are so delightful in the reading, as 
when we read of those youthful dalliances in 
Paradise — 

As beseem'd 
Fair couple link'd in happy nuptial league, 
Alone : 

by the inherent fault of stage representation, 
how are these things sullied and turned from 
their very nature by being exposed to a large 
assembly ; when such speeches as Imogen 
addresses to her lord, come drawling out of 
the mouth of a hired actress, whose courtship, 
though nominally addressed to the personated 
Posthumus, is manifestly aimed at the spectators, 
who are to judge of her endearments and her 
returns of love. 

The character of Hamlet is perhaps that by 
which, since the days of Betterton, a succession 
of popular performers have had the greatest 
ambition to distinguish themselves. The length 
of the part may be one of their reasons. But 
for the character itself, we find it in a play, 
and therefore we judge it a fit subject of dramatic 
representation. The play itself abounds in 
maxims and reflections beyond any other, and 
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therefore we consider it as a proper vehicle 
for conveying moral instruction. But Hamlet 
himself — what does he suiFer meanwhile by 
being dragged forth as a public schoolmaster, 
to give lectures to the crowd ! Why, nine 
parts in ten of what Hamlet does, are trans- 
actions between himself and his moral sense, 
they are the effusions of his solitary musings, 
which he retires to holes and corners and the 
most sequestered parts of the palace to pour 
forth ; or rather, they are the silent meditations 
with which his bosom is bursting, reduced to 
words for the sake of the reader, who must 
else remain ignorant of what is passing there. 
These profound sorrows, these light-and-noise- 
abhorring ruminations, which the tongue scarce 
dares utter to deaf walls and chambers, how 
can they be represented by a gesticulating actor, 
who comes and mouths them out before an 
audience, making four hundred people his 
confidants at once ? I say not that it is the 
fault of the actor so to do ; he must pronounce 
them ore roiundo, he must accompany them with 
his eye, he must insinuate them into his auditory 
by some trick of eye, tone, or gesture, or he 
fails. He must be thinking all the while of his 
appearance, because he knows that all the while 
the spectators are judging of it. And this is the 
way to represent the shy, negligent, retiring 
Hamlet. 

It is true that there is no other mode of con- 

40 



THE TRAGEDIES OF SHAKSPEARE 

veying a vast quantity of thought and feeHng to 
a great portion of the audience, who otherwise 
would never learn it for themselves by reading, 
and the intellectual acquisition gained this way 
may, for aught I know, be inestimable ; but I 
am not arguing that Hamlet should not be acted, 
but how much Hamlet is made another thing by 
being acted. I have heard much of the wonders 
which Garrick performed in this part ; but as 
I never saw him, I must have leave to doubt 
whether the representation of such a character 
came within the province of his art. Those who 
tell me of him, speak of his eye, of the magic of 
his eye, and of his commanding voice : physical 
properties, vastly desirable in an actor, and with- 
out which he can never insinuate meaning into 
an auditory, — but what have they to do with 
Hamlet ? what have they to do with intellect ? 
In fact, the things aimed at in theatrical repre- 
sentation, are to arrest the spectator's eye upon the 
form and the gesture, and so to gain a more favour- 
able hearing to what is spoken : it is not what the 
character is, but how he looks ; not what he says, 
but how he speaks it. I see no reason to think 
that if the play of Hamlet were written over again 
by some such writer as Banks or Lillo, retaining 
the process of the story, but totally omitting all 
the poetry of it, all the divine features of Shak- 
speare, his stupendous intellect ; and only taking 
care to give us enough of passionate dialogue, 
which Banks or Lillo were never at a loss to 
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furnish ; I see not how the effect could be much 
different upon an audience, nor how the actor 
has it in his power to represent Shakspeare to 
us differently from his representation of Banks 
or Lillo. Hamlet would still be a youthful 
accomplished prince, and must be gracefully 
personated ; he might be puzzled in his mind, 
wavering in his conduct, seemingly cruel to 
Ophelia, he might see a ghost, and start at it, 
and address it kindly when he found it to be his 
father ; all this in the poorest and most homely 
language of the servilest creeper after nature that 
ever consulted the palate of an audience ; with- 
out troubling Shakspeare for the matter ; and I 
see not but there would be room for all the 
power which an actor has, to display itself. 
All the passions and changes of passion might 
remain ; for those are much less difficult to 
write or act than is thought ; it is a trick easy 
to be attained, it is but rising or falling a note 
or two in the voice, a whisper with a significant 
foreboding look to announce its approach, and so 
contagious the counterfeit appearance of any 
emotion is, that let the words be what they 
will, the look and tone shall carry it off and make 
it pass for deep skill in the passions. 

It is common for people to talk of Shakspeare's 
plays being so natural, that everybody can under- 
stand him. They are natural indeed, they are 
grounded deep in nature, so deep that the depth 
of them lies out of the reach of most of us. 
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You shall hear the same persons say that George 
Barnwell is very natural, and Othello is very 
natural, that they are both very deep ; and to 
them they are the same kind of thing. At the 
one they sit and shed tears, because a good sort 
of young man is tempted by a naughty woman 
to commit a trifling peccadillo, the murder of an 
uncle or so,^ that is all, and so comes to an un- 
timely end, which is so moving ; and at the other, 
because a blackamoor in a fit of jealousy kills 
his innocent white wife : and the odds are that 
ninety-nine out of a hundred would willingly 
behold the same catastrophe happen to both the 
heroes, and have thought the rope more due to 
Othello than to Barnwell. For of the texture 
of Othello's mind, the inward construction 
marvellously laid open with all its strengths and 
weaknesses, its heroic confidences and its human 
misgivings, its agonies of hate springing from 

^ If this note could hope to meet the eye of any of the Managers, 
I would entreat and beg of them, in the name of both the galleries, 
that this insult upon the morality of the common people of London 
should cease to be eternally repeated in the holiday weeks. Why 
are the 'Prentices of this famous and well-governed city, instead of 
an amusement, to be treated over and over again with a nauseous 
sermon of George Barnwell ? Why at the end of their vistas are 
we to place the gallows? Were I an uncle, I should not much 
like a nephew of mine to have such an example placed before his 
eyes. It is really making uncle-murder too trivial to exhibit it as 
done upon such slight motives ; — it is attributing too much to such 
characters as Millwood ; it is putting things into the heads of good 
young men, which they would never otherwise have dreamed of. 
Uncles that think anything of their lives, should fairly petition the 
Chamberlain against it. 
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the depths of love, they see no more than the 
spectators at a cheaper rate, who pay their 
pennies apiece to look through the man's tele- 
scope in Leicester Fields, see into the inward 
plot and topography of the moon. Some dim 
thing or other they see, they see an actor 
personating a passion, of grief, or anger, for 
instance, and they recognise it as a copy of the 
usual external effects of such passions ; or at least 
as being true to thdt symbol of the emotion which passes 
current at the theatre for it, for it is often no more 
than that : but of the grounds of the passion, its 
correspondence to a great or heroic nature, which 
is the only worthy object of tragedy, — that 
common auditors know anything of this, or can 
have any such notions dinned into them by the 
mere strength of an actor's lungs, — that ap- 
prehensions foreign to them should be thus 
infused into them by storm, I can neither believe, 
nor understand how it can be possible. 

We talk of Shakspeare's admirable observation 
of life, when we should feel that, not from a 
petty inquisition into those cheap and every- 
day characters which surrounded him, as they 
surround us, but from his own mind, which 
was, to borrow a phrase of Ben Jonson's, the 
very " sphere of humanity," he fetched those 
images of virtue and of knowledge, of which 
every one of us recognising a part, think we com- 
prehend in our natures the whole ; and often- 
times mistake the powers which he positively 
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creates in us for nothing more than indigenous 
faculties of our own minds, which only waited 
the application of corresponding virtues in him 
to return a full and clear echo of the same. 

To return to Hamlet. — Among the dis- 
tinguishing features of that wonderful character, 
one of the most interesting (yet painful) is that 
soreness of mind which makes him treat the 
intrusions of Polonius with harshness, and that 
asperity which he puts on in his interviews with 
Ophelia. These tokens of an unhinged mind 
(if they be not mixed in the latter case with 
a profound artifice of love, to alienate Ophelia 
by affected discourtesies, so to prepare her mind 
for the breaking oif of that loving intercourse, 
which can no longer find a place amidst business 
so serious as that which he has to do) are parts 
of his character, which to reconcile with our 
admiration of Hamlet, the most patient con- 
sideration of his situation is no more than 
necessary ; they are what we forgive afterwards, 
and explain by the whole of his character, 
but at the time they are harsh and unpleasant. 
Yet such is the actor's necessity of giving strong 
blows to the audience, that I have never seen 
a player in this character, who did not exagger- 
ate and strain to the utmost these ambiguous 
features, — these temporary deformities in the 
character. They make him express a vulgar 
scorn at Polonius which utterly degrades his 
gentility, and which no explanation can render 
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palatable ; they make him show contempt, and 
curl up the nose at Ophelia's father, — contempt 
in its very grossest and most hateful form ; 
but they get applause by it : it is natural, 
people say ; that is, the words are scornful, and 
the actor expresses scorn, and that they can 
judge of: but why so much scorn, and of that 
sort, they never think of asking. 

So to Ophelia. — All the Hamlets that I have 
ever seen, rant and rave at her as if she had 
committed some great crime, and the audience 
are highly pleased, because the words of the 
part are satirical, and they are enforced by the 
strongest expression of satirical indignation of 
which the face and voice are capable. But 
then, whether Hamlet is likely to have put 
on such brutal appearances to a lady whom 
he loved so dearly, is never thought on. The 
truth is, that in all such deep affections as had 
subsisted between Hamlet and Ophelia, there 
is a stock of supererogatory love (if I may venture 
to use the expression), which in any great grief 
of heart, especially where that which preys upon 
the mind cannot be communicated, confers a 
kind of indulgence upon the grieved party to 
express itself, even to its heart's dearest object, 
in the language of a temporary alienation ; but 
it is not alienation, it is a distraction purely, 
and so it always makes itself to be felt by that 
object : it is not anger, but grief assuming the 
appearance of anger, — love awkwardly counter- 
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feiting hate, as sweet countenances when they 
try to frown : but such sternness and fierce 
disgust as Hamlet is made to show, is no counter- 
feit, but the real face of absolute aversion, — 
of irreconcilable alienation. It may be said 
he puts on the madman ; but then he should 
only so far put on this counterfeit lunacy as his 
own real distraction will give him leave ; that 
is, incompletely, imperfectly ; not in that con- 
firmed, practised way, like a master of his art, 
or as Dame Quickly would say, " like one of 
those ha,rlotry players." 

I mean no disrespect to any actor, but the 
sort of pleasure which Shakspeare's plays give in 
the acting seems to me not at all to differ from 
that which the audience receive from those 
of other writers ; and, they being in themselves 
essentially so different from all others, I must con- 
clude that there is something in the nature ot 
acting which levels all distinctions. And in fact, 
who does not speak indifferently of the Gamester 
and of Macbeth as fine stage performances, and 
praise the Mrs. Beverley in the same way as 
the Lady Macbeth of Mrs. S. ? Belvidera, 
and Calista, and Isabella, and Euphrasia, are 
they less liked than Imogen, or than Juliet, or 
than Desdemona ? Are they not spoken of and 
remembered in the same way ? Is not the 
female performer as great (as they call it) in 
one as in the other ? Did not Garrick shine, 
and was he not ambitious of shining in every 
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drawling tragedy that his wretched day pro- 
duced, — the productions of the Hills and the 
Murphys and the Browns, — and shall he have 
that honour to dwell in our minds for ever as an 
inseparable concomitant with Shakspeare ? A 
kindred mind ! O who can read that affecting 
sonnet of Shakspeare which alludes to his pro- 
fession as a player : — 

Oh for my sake do you with Fortune chide, 

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds, 

That did not better for my life provide 

Than public means which public manners breeds — 

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand ; 

And almost thence my nature is subdued 

To what it works in, like the dyer's hand 

Or that other confession ; — 

Alas ! 'tis true, I have gone here and there, 

And made myself a motley to the view. 

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear — 

Who can read these instances of jealous self- 
watchfulness in our sweet Shakspeare, and dream 
of any congeniality between him and one that, 
by every tradition of him, appears to have been 
as mere a player as ever existed ; to have had 
his mind tainted with the lowest player's vices, — 
envy and jealousy, and miserable cravings after 
applause ; one who in the exercise of his pro- 
fession was jealous even of the women-performers 
that stood in his way ; a manager full of mana- 
gerial tricks and stratagems and finesse : that 
any resemblance should be dreamed of between 
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him and Shakspeare, — Shakspeare who, in the 
plenitude and consciousness of his own powers, 
could with that noble modesty, which we can 
neither imitate nor appreciate, express himself 
thus of his own sense of his own defects : — 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd : 
Desiring this man's art, and that maris scope. 

I am almost disposed to deny to Garrick the 
merits of being an admirer of Shakspeare. A true 
lover of his excellences he certainly was not ; 
for would any true lover of them have admitted 
into his matchless scenes such ribald trash as 
Tate and Gibber, and the rest of them, that 

With their darkness durst affront his light, 

have foisted into the acting plays of Shakspeare ? 
I believe it impossible that he could have had a 
proper reverence for Shakspeare, and have con- 
descended to go through that interpolated scene 
in Richard the Third, in which Richard tries to 
break his wife's heart by telling her he loves 
another woman, and says, " if she survives this 
she is immortal." Yet I doubt not he delivered 
this vulgar stuff with as much anxiety of em- 
phasis as any of the genuine parts : and for 
acting, it is as well calculated as any. But we 
have seen the part of Richard lately produce 
great fame to an actor by his manner of playing 
it, and it lets us into the secret of acting, and of 
popular judgments of Shakspeare derived from 
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acting. Not one of the spectators who have 
witnessed Mr. C.'s exertions in that part, but 
has come away with a proper conviction that 
Richard is a very wicked man, and kills little 
children in their beds, with something like the 
pleasure which the giants and ogres in children's 
books are represented to have taken in that 
practice ; moreover, that he is very close and 
shrewd, and devilish cunning, for you could see 
that by his eye. 

But is in fact this the impression we have in 
reading the Richard of Shakspeare ? Do we feel 
anything like disgust, as we do at that butcher- 
like representation of him that passes for him on 
the stage ? A horror at his crimes blends with 
the effect which we feel, but how is it qualified, 
how is it carried off, by the rich intellect which 
he displays, his resources, his wit, his buoyant 
spirits, his vast knowledge and insight into 
characters, the poetry of his part — not an atom 
of all which is made perceivable in Mr. C.'s 
way of acting it. Nothing but his crimes, his 
actions, is visible ; they are prominent and 
staring ; the murderer stands out, but where 
is the lofty genius, the man of vast capacity, — 
the profound, the witty, accomplished Richard ? 

The truth is, the Characters of Shakspeare are 
so much the objects of meditation rather than 
of interest or curiosity as to their actions, that 
while we are reading any of his great criminal 
characters, — Macbeth, Richard, even lago, — we 
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think not so much of the crimes which they 
commit, as of the ambition, the aspiring spirit, 
the intellectual activity, which prompts them 
to overleap those moral fences. Barnwell is a 
wretched murderer ; there is a certain fitness 
between his neck and the rope ; he is the 
legitimate heir to the gallows ; nobody who 
thinks at all can think of any alleviating cir- 
cumstances in his case to make him a fit object 
of mercy. Or to take an instance from the 
higher tragedy, what else but a mere assassin 
is Glenalvon ! Do we think of anything but 
of the crime which he commits, and the rack 
which he deserves ? That is all which we 
really think about him. Whereas in corre- 
sponding characters in Shakspeare so little do 
the actions comparatively affect us, that while 
the impulses, the inner mind in all its perverted 
greatness, solely seems real and is exclusively 
attended to, the crime is comparatively nothing. 
But when we see these things represented, the 
acts which they do are comparatively everything, 
their impulses nothing. The state of sublime 
emotion into which we are elevated by those 
images of night and horror which Macbeth is 
made to utter, that solemn prelude with which 
he entertains the time till the bell shall strike 
which is to call him to murder Duncan, — when 
we no longer read it in a book, when we have 
given up that vantage - ground of abstraction 
which reading possesses over seeing, and come 
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to see a man in his bodily shape before our 
eyes actually preparing to commit a murder, if 
the acting be true and impressive, as I have 
w^itnessed it in Mr. K.'s performance of that 
part, the painful anxiety about the act, the 
natural longing to prevent it while it yet seems 
unperpetrated, the too close pressing semblance 
of reality, give a pain and an uneasiness w^hich 
totally destroy all the delight which the words 
in the book convey, where the deed doing never 
presses upon us with the painful sense of pres- 
ence: it rather seems to belong to history, — to 
something past and inevitable, if it has anything 
to do with time at all. The sublime images, 
the poetry alone, is that which is present to our 
minds in the reading. 

So to see Lear acted, — to see an old man 
tottering about the stage with a walking-stick, 
turned out of doors by his daughters in a rainy 
night, has nothing in it but what is painful and 
disgusting. We want to take him into shelter 
and relieve him. That is all the feeling which 
the acting of Lear ever produced in me. But 
the Lear of Shakspeare cannot be acted. The 
contemptible machinery by which they mimic 
the storm which he goes out in, is not more 
inadequate to represent the horrors of the real 
elements, than any actor can be to represent 
Lear : they might more easily propose to per- 
sonate the Satan of Milton upon a stage, or one 
of Michael Angelo's terrible figures. The great- 
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ness of Lear is not in corporal dimension, but in 
intellectual : the explosions of his passion are 
terrible as a volcano : they are storms turning 
up and disclosing to the bottom that sea his 
mind, with all its vast riches. It is his mind 
which is laid bare. This case of flesh and 
blood seems too insignificant to be thought on ; 
even as he himself neglects it. On the stage 
we see nothing but corporal infirmities and 
weakness, the impotence of rage ; while we 
read it, we see not Lear, but we are Lear, — we 
are in his mind, we are sustained by a grandeur 
which baffles the malice of daughters and 
storms; in the aberrations of his reason, we 
discover a mighty irregular power of reasoning, 
immethodised from the ordinary purposes of 
life, but exerting its powers, as the wind blows 
where it listeth, at will upon the corruptions 
and abuses of mankind. What have looks, or 
tones, to do with that sublime identification of 
his age with that of the heavens themselves, when 
in his reproaches to them for conniving at the 
injustice of his children, he reminds them that 
" they themselves are old " ? What gestures 
shall we appropriate to this ? What has the 
voice or the eye to do with such things ? But 
the play is beyond all art, as the tamperings 
with it show : it is too hard and stony ; it 
must have love-scenes, and a happy ending. It 
is not enough that Cordelia is a daughter, she 
must shine as a lover too. Tate has put his 
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hook in the nostrils of this Leviathan, for Gar- 
rick and his followers, the showmen of the scene, 
to draw the mighty beast about more easily. A 
happy ending ! — as if the living martyrdom that 
Lear had gone through, — the flaying of his 
feelings alive, did not make a fair dismissal from 
the stage of life the only decorous thing for him. 
If he is to live and be happy after, if he could 
sustain this world's burden after, why all this 
pudder and preparation, — why torment us with 
all this unnecessary sympathy ? As if the 
childish pleasure of getting his gilt robes and 
sceptre again could tempt him to act over again 
his misused station, — as if at his years, and with 
his experience, anything was left but to die. 

Lear is essentially impossible to be represented 
on a stage. But how many dramatic personages 
are there in Shakspeare, which though more 
tractable and feasible (if I may so speak) than 
Lear, yet from some circumstance, some adjunct 
to their character, are improper to be shown to 
our bodily eye. Othello, for instance. Nothing 
can be more soothing, more flattering to the 
nobler parts of our natures, than to read of a 
young Venetian lady of highest extraction, 
through the force of love and from a sense of 
merit in him whom she loved, laying aside every 
consideration of kindred, and country, and colour, 
and wedding with a coal-black Moor — (for such 
he is represented, in the imperfect state of know- 
ledge respecting foreign countries in those days, 
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compared with our own, or in compliance with 
popular notions, though the Moors are now well 
enough known to be by many shades less 
unworthy of a white woman's fancy) — it is the 
perfect triumph of virtue over accidents, of the 
imagination over the senses. She sees Othello's 
colour in his mind. But upon the stage, when 
the imagination is no longer the ruling faculty, 
but we are left to our poor unassisted senses, I 
appeal to every one that has seen Othello played, 
whether he did not, on the contrary, sink 
Othello's mind in his colour ; whether he did 
not find something extremely revolting in the 
courtship and wedded caresses of Othello and 
Desdemona ; and whether the actual sight of 
the thing did not over-weigh all that beautiful 
compromise which we make in reading ; — and 
the reason it should do so is obvious, because 
there is just so much reality presented to our 
senses as to give a perception of disagreement, 
with not enough of belief in the internal motives, 
— all that which is unseen, — to overpower and 
reconcile the first and obvious prejudices.^ What 



^ The error of supposing that because Othello's colour does not 
offend us in the reading, it should also not offend us in the seeing, is 
just such a fallacy as supposing that an Adam and Eve in a picture 
shall affect us just as they do in the poem. But in the poem we for 
a while have Paradisaical senses given us, which vanish when we see 
a man and his wife without clothes in the picture. The painters 
themselves feel this, as is apparent by the awkward shifts they have 
recourse to, to make them look not quite naked ; by a sort of 
prophetic anachronism antedating the invention of fig-leaves. So 
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we see upon a stage is body and bodily action ; 
what we are conscious of in reading is almost 
exclusively the mind, and its movements : and 
this, I think, may sufficiently account for the 
very different sort of delight with which the 
same play so often affects us in the reading and 
the seeing. 

It requires little reflection to perceive, that if 
those characters in Shakspeare which are within 
the precincts of nature, have yet something in 
them which appeals too exclusively to the 
imagination, to admit of their being made objects 
to the senses without suffering a change and a 
diminution, — that still stronger the objection 
must lie against representing another line of 
characters, which Shakspeare has introduced to 
give a wildness and a supernatural elevation to 
his scenes, as if to remove them still further from 
that assimilation to common life in which their 
excellence is vulgarly supposed to consist. When 
we read the incantations of those terrible beings 
the Witches in Macbeth^ though some of the 
ingredients of their hellish composition savour of 
the grotesque, yet is the effect upon us other 
than the most serious and appalling that can be 
imagined t Do we not feel spell-bound as 
Macbeth was ? Can any mirth accompany a 
sense of their presence .? We might as well 
laugh under a consciousness of the principle of 

in the reading of the play, we see with Desdemona's eyes ; in the 
seeing of it, we are forced to look with our own. 
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Evil himself being truly and really present with 
us. But attempt to bring these beings on to a 
stage, and you turn them instantly into so many 
old women, that men and children are to laugh 
at. Contrary to the old saying, that " seeing is 
believing," the sight actually destroys the faith : 
and the mirth in which we indulge at their 
expense, when we see these creatures upon a 
stage, seems to be a sort of indemnification which 
we make to ourselves for the terror which they 
put us in when reading made them an object of 
belief, — when we surrendered up our reason to 
the poet, as children to their nurses and their 
elders ; and we laugh at our fears, as children 
who thought they saw something in the dark, 
triumph when the bringing in of a candle 
discovers the vanity of their fears. For this 
exposure of supernatural agents upon a stage is 
truly bringing in a candle to expose their own 
delusiveness. It is the solitary taper and the 
book that generates a faith in these terrors : a 
ghost by chandelier light, and in good company, 
deceives no spectators, — a ghost that can be 
measured by the eye, and his human dimensions 
made out at leisure. The sight of a well-lighted 
house, and a well-dressed audience, shall arm the 
most nervous child against any apprehensions : 
as Tom Brown says of the impenetrable skin of 
Achilles with his impenetrable armour over it, 
" Bully Dawson would have fought the devil 
with such advantages." 
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Much has been said, and deservedly, in repro- 
bation of the vile mixture w^hich Dryden has 
thrown into the Tempest: doubtless without some 
such vicious alloy, the impure ears of that age 
would never have sate out to hear so much 
innocence of love as is contained in the sweet 
courtship of Ferdinand and Miranda. But is 
the Tempest of Shakspeare at all a subject for 
stage representation ? It is one thing to read of 
an enchanter, and to believe the wondrous tale 
while we are reading it ; but to have a conjuror 
brought before us in his conjuring-gown, with 
his spirits about him, which none but himself 
and some hundred of favoured spectators before 
the curtain are supposed to see, involves such a 
quantity of the hateful incredible, that all our 
reverence for the author cannot hinder us from 
perceiving such gross attempts upon the senses 
to be in the highest degree childish and ineffi- 
cient. Spirits and fairies cannot be represented, 
they cannot even be painted, — they can only be 
believed. But the elaborate and anxious pro- 
vision of scenery, which the luxury of the age 
demands, in these cases works a quite contrary 
effect to what is intended. That which in 
comedy, or plays of familiar life, adds so much 
to the life of the imitation, in plays which appeal 
to the higher faculties, positively destroys the 
illusion which it is introduced to aid. A parlour 
or a drawing-room, — a library opening into a 
garden, — a garden with an alcove in it, — a street, 
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or the piazza, of Covent Garden does well enough 
in a scene ; we are content to give as much 
credit to it as it demands ; or rather, we think 
little about it, — it is little more than reading at 
the top of a page, " Scene, a Garden " ; we do 
not imagine ourselves there, but we readily 
admit the imitation of familiar objects. But to 
think by the help of painted trees and caverns, 
which we know to be painted, to transport our 
minds to Prospero, and his island and his lonely 
cell ; ^ or by the aid of a fiddle dexterously 
thrown in, in an interval of speaking, to make 
us believe that we hear those supernatural noises 
of which the isle was full : — the Orrery Lecturer 
at the Haymarket might as well hope, by his 
musical glasses cleverly stationed out of sight 
behind his apparatus, to make us believe that we 
do indeed hear the crystal spheres ring out that 
chime, which if it were to inwrap our fancy 
long, Milton thinks. 

Time would run back and fetch the age of gold. 

And speckled vanity 

Would sicken soon and die. 

And leprous Sin would melt from earthly mould ; 

Yea Hell itself would pass away, 

And leave its dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

The Garden of Eden, with our first parents in it, 

^ It will be said these things are done in pictures. But pictures 
and scenes are very different things. Painting is a world of itself, 
but in scene-painting there is the attempt to deceive ; and there 
is the discordancy, never to be got over, between painted scenes 
and real people. 
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is not more impossible to be shown on a stage, 
than the Enchanted Isle, with its no less interest- 
ing and innocent first settlers. 

The subject of Scenery is closely connected 
with that of the Dresses, which are so anxiously 
attended to on our stage. I remember the last 
time I saw Macbeth played, the discrepancy I 
felt at the changes of garment which he varied, 
— the shiftings and re-shiftings, like a Romish 
priest at mass. The luxury of stage-improve- 
ments, and the importunity of the public eye, 
require this. The coronation robe of the Scottish 
monarch was fairly a counterpart to that which 
our King wears when he goes to the Parliament- 
house, — -just so full and cumbersome, and set out 
with ermine and pearls. And if things must be 
represented, I see not what to find fault with in 
this. But in reading, what robe are we conscious 
of? Some dim images of royalty — a crown and 
sceptre, may float before our eyes, but who shall 
describe the fashion of it ? Do we see in our 
mind's eye what Webb or any other robe-maker 
could pattern ? This is the inevitable conse- 
quence of imitating everything, to make all 
things natural. Whereas the reading of a 
tragedy is a fine abstraction. It presents to the 
fancy just so much of external appearances as to 
make us feel that we are among flesh and blood, 
while by far the greater and better part of our 
imagination is employed upon the thoughts and 
internal machinery of the character. But in 
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acting, scenery, dress, the most contemptible 
things, call upon us to judge of their natural- 
ness. 

Perhaps it would be no bad similitude, to 
liken the pleasure which we take in seeing one 
of these fine plays acted, compared with that 
quiet delight which we find in the reading of it, 
to the different feelings with which a reviewer, 
and a man that is not a reviewer, reads a fine 
poem. The accursed critical habit, — the being 
called upon to judge and pronounce, must make 
it quite a different thing to the former. In 
seeing these plays acted, we are affected just 
as judges. When Hamlet compares the two 
pictures of Gertrude's first and second husband, 
who wants to see the pictures .? But in the 
acting, a miniature must be lugged out ; which 
we know not to be the picture, but only to shew 
how finely a miniature may be represented. 
This shewing of everything, levels all things : it 
makes tricks, bows, and curtseys, of importance. 
Mrs. S. never got more fame by anything than 
by the manner in which she dismisses the guests 
in the banquet-scene in Macbeth : it is as much 
remembered as any of her thrilling tones or 
impressive looks. But does such a trifle as this 
enter into the imaginations of the reader of that 
wild and wonderful scene ? Does not the mind 
dismiss the feasters as rapidly as it can ? Does 
it care about the gracefulness of the doing it ? 
But by acting, and judging of acting, all these 
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non-essentials are raised into an importance, 
injurious to the main interest of the play. 

I have confined my observations to the tragic 
parts of Shakspeare. It would be no very difficult 
task to extend the inquiry to his comedies ; and 
to show why FalstafF, Shallow, Sir Hugh Evans, 
and the rest are equally incompatible with stage 
representation. The length to which this Essay 
has run, will make it, I am afraid, sufficiently 
distasteful to the Amateurs of the Theatre, with- 
out going any deeper into the subject at present. 
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CHARACTERS OF DRAMATIC 
WRITERS CONTEMPORARY WITH 
SHAKSPEARE 

When I selected for publication, in 1808, Speci- 
mens of English Dramatic Poets who lived about 
the time of Shakspeare, the kind of extracts which 
I was anxious to give were, not so much passages 
of wit and humour, though the old plays are 
rich in such, as scenes of passion, sometimes of 
the deepest quality, interesting situations, serious 
descriptions, that which is more nearly allied to 
poetry than to wit, and to tragic rather than to 
comic poetry. The plays which I made choice 
of were, with few exceptions, such as treat of 
human life and manners, rather than masques 
and Arcadian pastorals, with their train of 
abstractions, unimpassioned deities, passionate 
mortals — Claius, and Medorus, and Amintas, and 
Amarillis. My leading design was, to illustrate 
what may be called the moral sense of our 
ancestors. To shew in what manner they felt, 
when they placed themselves by the power of 
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imagination in trying circumstances, in the con- 
flicts of duty and passion, or the strife of contend- 
ing duties ; what sort of loves and enmities theirs 
were ; how their griefs were tempered, and their 
full-swoln joys abated : how much of Shakspeare 
shines in the great men his contemporaries, and 
how far in his divine mind and manners he sur- 
passed them and all mankind. I was also desirous 
to bring together some of the most admired 
scenes of Fletcher and Massinger, in the estima- 
tion of the world the only dramatic poets of that 
age entitled to be considered after Shakspeare, 
and, by exhibiting them in the same volume 
with the more impressive scenes of old Marlowe, 
Heywood, Tourneur, Webster, Ford, and others, 
to shew what we had slighted, while beyond all 
proportion we had been crying up one or two 
favourite names. From the desultory criticisms 
which accompanied that publication I have 
selected a few which I thought would best stand 
by themselves, as requiring least immediate re- 
ference to the play or passage by which they 
were suggested. 



Christopher Marlowe 

Lusfs Dominion, or the Lascivious Queen. — This 
tragedy is in King Cambyses' vein ; rape, and 
murder, and superlatives ; " huffing braggart puft 
lines," such as the play -writers anterior to 
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Shakspeare are full of, and Pistol but coldly 
imitates. 

Tamburlaine the Great, or the Scythian Shepherd. 
— The lunes of Tamburlaine are perfect mid- 
summer madness. Nebuchadnezzar's are mere 
modest pretensions compared with the thunder- 
ing vaunts of this Scythian Shepherd. He 
comes in, drawn by conquered kings, and re- 
proaches these pampered jades of Asia that they 
can draw but twenty miles a day. Till I saw this 
passage with my own eyes, I never believed that 
it was any thing more than a pleasant burlesque 
of mine ancient's. But I can assure my readers 
that it is soberly set down in a play, which their 
ancestors took to be serious. 

Edward the Second. — In a very different style 
from mighty Tamburlaine is the tragedy oi Edward 
the Second. The reluctant pangs of abdicating 
royalty in Edward furnished hints which Shak- 
speare scarcely improved in his Richard the Second ; 
and the death- scene of Marlowe's king moves 
pity and terror beyond any scene ancient or 
modern with which I am acquainted. 

The Rich Jew of Malta. — Marlowe's Jew does 
not approach so near to Shakspeare's as his Edward 
the Second does to Richard the Second. Barabas 
is a mere monster brought in with a large 
painted nose to please the rabble. He kills in 
sport, poisons whole nunneries, invents infernal 
machines. He is just such an exhibition as a 
century or two earlier might have been played 
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before the Londoners " by the royal command," 
when a general pillage and massacre of the 
Hebrews had been previously resolved on in 
the cabinet. It is curious to see a superstition 
wearing out. The idea of a Jew, which our 
pious ancestors contemplated with so much 
horror, has nothing in it now revolting. We 
have tamed the claws of the beast, and pared its 
nails, and now we take it to our arms, fondle it, 
write plays to flatter it ; it is visited by princes, 
affects a taste, patronises the arts, and is the only 
liberal and gentlemanlike thing in Christendom. 

Doctor Fausius. — The growing horrors of 
Faustus' last scene are awfully marked by the 
hours and half-hours as they expire, and bring 
him nearer and nearer to the exactment of his 
dire compact. It is indeed an agony and a 
fearful colluctation. Marlowe is said to have been 
tainted with atheistical positions, to have denied 
God and the Trinity. To such a genius the 
history of Faustus must have been delectable 
food : to wander in fields where curiosity is 
forbidden to go, to approach the dark gulf near 
enough to look in, to be busied in speculations 
which are the rottenest part of the core of the 
fruit that fell from the tree of knowledge.^ 
Barabas the Jew, and Faustus the conjurer, are 
offsprings of a mind which at least delighted to 

1 Error, entering into the world with Sin among us poor Adam- 
ites, may be said to spring from the tree of knowledge itself, and 
from the rotten kernels of that fatal apple. — Howell's Letters. 
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dally with interdicted subjects. They both talk 
a language which a believer would have been 
tender of putting into the mouth of a character 
though but in fiction. But the holiest minds 
have sometimes not thought it reprehensible to 
counterfeit impiety in the person of another, to 
bring Vice upon the stage speaking her own 
dialect ; and, themselves being armed with an 
unction of self-confident impunity, have not 
scrupled to handle and touch that familiarly 
which would be death to others. Milton in the 
person of Satan has started speculations hardier 
than any which the feeble armoury of the atheist 
ever furnished ; and the precise, strait-laced 
Richardson has strengthened Vice, from the 
mouth of Lovelace, with entangling sophistries 
and abstruse pleas against her adversary Virtue, 
which Sedley, Villiers, and Rochester wanted 
depth of libertinism enough to have invented. 



Thomas Decker 

Old Fortunatus. — The humour of a frantic 
lover, in the scene where Orleans to his friend 
Galloway defends the passion with which him- 
self, being a prisoner in the English king's court, 
is enamoured to frenzy of the king's daughter 
Agripyna, is done to the life. Orleans is as 
passionate an inamorata as any which Shakspeare 
ever drew. He is just such another adept in 
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Love's reasons. The sober people of the world 
are with him 

A swarm of fools 



Crowding together to be counted wise. 

He talks " pure Biron and Romeo," he is almost 
as poetical as they, quite as philosophical, only a 
little madder. After all. Love's sectaries are a 
reason unto themselves. We have gone retro- 
grade to the noble heresy, since the days when 
Sidney proselyted our nation to this mixed health 
and disease ; the kindliest symptom, yet the 
most alarming crisis in the ticklish state of 
youth ; the nourisher and the destroyer of hope- 
ful wits ; the mother of twin births, wisdom and 
folly, valour and weakness ; the servitude above 
freedom ; the gentle mind's religion ; the liberal 
superstition. 

The Honest Whore. — There is in the second 
part of this play, where Bellafront, a reclaimed 
harlot, recounts some of the miseries of her pro- 
fession, a simple picture of honour and shame, 
contrasted without violence, and expressed without 
immodesty, which is worth all the strong lines 
against the harlot's profession with which both 
parts of this play are offensively crowded. A 
satirist is always to be suspected who, to make 
vice odious, dwells upon all its acts and minutest 
circumstances with a sort of relish and retrospec- 
tive fondness. But so near are the boundaries 
of panegyric and invective, that a worn-out 
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sinner is sometimes found to make the best 
declaimer against sin. The same high-seasoned 
descriptions, which in his unregenerate state 
served but to inflame his appetites, in his new 
province of a moralist will serve him, a little 
turned, to expose the enormity of those appetites 
in other men. When Cervantes with such pro- 
ficiency of fondness dwells upon the Don's library, 
who sees not that he has been a great reader of 
books of knight-errantry — perhaps was at some 
time of his life in danger of falling into those 
very extravagances which he ridiculed so happily 
in his hero ? 

John Marston 

Antonio and Mellida. — The situation of An- 
drugio and Lucio, in the first part of this tragedy, 
where Andrugio Duke of Genoa banished his 
country, with the loss of a son supposed drowned, 
is cast upon the territory of his mortal enemy the 
Duke of Venice, with no attendants but Lucio 
an old nobleman, and a page — resembles that 
of Lear and Kent in that king's distresses. 
Andrugio, like Lear, manifests a kinglike im- 
patience, a turbulent greatness, an affected resig- 
nation. The enemies which he enters lists to 
combat, " Despair and mighty Grief and sharp 
Impatience," and the forces which he brings 
to vanquish them, " cornets of horse," etc., are 
in the boldest style of allegory. They are such 
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a " race of mourners " as the " infection of 
sorrows loud " in the intellect might beget on 
some " pregnant cloud " in the imagination. 
The prologue to the second part, for its pas- 
sionate earnestness, and for the tragic note of 
preparation which it sounds, might have pre- 
ceded one of those old tales of Thebes or Pelops' 
line, which Milton has so highly commended, 
as free from the common error of the poets in 
his day, of " intermixing comic stuff with tragic 
sadness and gravity, brought in without discretion 
corruptly to gratify the people." It is as solemn 
a preparative as the " warning voice which he 
who saw the Apocalypse heard cry." 

What you Will. — O / shall neer forget how he 
went cloatKd. Act I. Scene i. — To judge of the 
liberality of these notions of dress, we must 
advert to the days of Gresham, and the conster- 
nation which a phenomenon habited like the 
merchant here described would have excited 
among the flat round caps and cloth stockings 
upon 'Change, when those " original arguments 
or tokens of a citizen's vocation were in fashion, 
not more for thrift and usefulness than for 
distinction and grace." The blank uniformity 
to which all professional distinctions in apparel 
have been long hastening, is one instance of the 
decay of symbols among us, which, whether it 
has contributed or not to make us a more intel- 
lectual, has certainly made us a less imaginative 
people. Shakspeare knew the force of signs : a 
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" malignant and a turban'd Turk." This "meal- 
cap miller," says the author of God's Revenge 
against Murder, to express his indignation at an 
atrocious outrage committed by the miller 
Pierot upon the person of the fair Marieta. 

Author Unknown 

The Merry Devil of Edmonton. — The scene in 
this delightful comedy, in which Jerningham, 
" with the true feeling of a zealous friend," 
touches the griefs of Mounchensey, seems written 
to make the reader happy. Few of our drama- 
tists or novelists have attended enough to this. 
They torture and wound us abundantly. They 
are economists only in delight. Nothing can be 
finer, more gentlemanlike, and nobler, than the 
conversation and compliments of these young 
men. How delicious is Raymond Moun- 
chensey's forgetting, in his fears, that Jerning- 
ham has a " Saint in Essex " ; and how sweetly 
his friend reminds him ! I wish it could be 
ascertained, which there is some grounds for 
believing, that Michael Drayton was the author 
of this piece. It would add a worthy appendage 
to the renown of that Panegyrist of my native 
Earth ; who has gone over her soil, in his 
Polyolbion, with the fidelity of a herald, and 
the painful love of a son ; who has not left a 
rivulet, so narrow that it may be stept over, 
without honourable mention ; and has animated 

71 



DRAMATIC WRITERS 

hills and streams with life and passion beyond the 
dreams of old mythology. 

Thomas Heywood 

A Woman Killed with Kindness. — Heywood is 
a sort oi prose Shakspeare. His scenes are to the 
full as natural and affecting. But we miss the 
poet., that which in Shakspeare always appears out 
and above the surface of the nature. Heywood's 
characters in this play, for instance, his country 
gentlemen, etc., are exactly what we see, but of 
the best kind of what we see, in life. Shakspeare 
makes us believe, while we are among his lovely 
creations, that they are nothing but what we 
are familiar with, as in dreams new things 
seem old ; but we awake, and sigh for the dif- 
ference. 

The English Traveller. — Heywood's preface 
to this play is interesting, as it shews the heroic 
indifference about the opinion of posterity, which 
some of these great writers seem to have felt. 
There is a magnanimity in authorship as in 
everything else. His ambition seems to have 
been confined to the pleasure of hearing the 
players speak his lines while he lived. It does 
not appear that he ever contemplated the possi- 
bility of being read by after ages. What a 
slender pittance of fame was motive sufficient 
to the production of such plays as the English 
Traveller., the Challenge for Beauty, and the 

72 



CONTEMPORARY WITH SHAKSPEARE 

Woman Killed with Kindness ! Posterity is bound 
to take care that a writer loses nothing by such 
a noble modesty. 

Thomas Middleton and William Rowley 

A Fair Quarrel. — The insipid levelling 
morality to which the modern stage is tied 
down, would not admit of such admirable 
passions as these scenes are filled with. A 
puritanical obtuseness of sentiment, a stupid 
infantile goodness, is creeping among us, instead 
of the vigorous passions, and virtues clad in flesh 
and blood, with which the old dramatists present 
us. Those noble and liberal casuists could 
discern in the differences, the quarrels, the 
animosities of men, a beauty and truth of moral 
feeling, no less than in the everlastingly incul- 
cated duties of forgiveness and atonement. With 
us, all is hypocritical meekness. A reconcilia- 
tion-scene, be the occasion never so absurd, 
never fails of applause. Our audiences come to 
the theatre to be complimented on their good- 
ness. They compare notes with the amiable 
characters in the play, and find a wonderful sym- 
pathy of disposition between them. We have 
a common stock of dramatic morality, out of 
which a writer may be supplied without the 
trouble of copying it from originals within his 
own breast. To know the boundaries of honour, 
to be judiciously valiant, to have a temperance 
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which shall beget a smoothness in the angry 
swellings of youth, to esteem life as nothing 
when the sacred reputation of a parent is to be 
defended, yet to shake and tremble under a 
pious cowardice when that ark of an honest 
confidence is found to be frail and tottering, to 
feel the true blows of a real disgrace blunting 
that sword which the imaginary strokes of a 
supposed false imputation had put so keen an 
edge upon but lately : to do, or to imagine this 
done in a feigned story, asks something more of 
a moral sense, somewhat a greater delicacy of 
perception in questions of right and wrong, than 
goes to the writing of two or three hackneyed 
sentences about the laws of honour as opposed to 
the laws of the land, or a commonplace against 
duelling. Yet such things would stand a writer 
nowadays in far better stead than Captain Agar 
and his conscientious honour ; and he would be 
considered as a far better teacher of morality 
than old Rowley or Middleton, if they were 
living. 

William Rowley 

A New Wonder ; A Woman Never Text. — 
The old play-writers are distinguished by an 
honest boldness of exhibition, they shew every- 
thing without being ashamed. If a reverse in 
fortune is to be exhibited, they fairly bring us 
to the prison-grate and the alms-basket. A 
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poor man on our stage is always a gentleman, 
he may be known by a peculiar neatness of 
apparel, and by wearing black. Our delicacy 
in fact forbids the dramatising of distress at all. 
It is never shewn in its essential properties ; 
it appears but as the adjunct of some virtue, as 
something which is to be relieved, from the 
approbation of which relief the spectators are 
to derive a certain soothing of self- referred 
satisfaction. We turn away from the real 
essences of things to hunt after their relative 
shadows, moral duties ; whereas, if the truth 
of things were fairly represented, the relative 
duties might be safely trusted to themselves, 
and moral philosophy lose the name of a science. 

Thomas Middleton 

The Witch. — ^Though some resemblance may 
be traced between the charms in Macbeth, and 
the incantations in this play, which is supposed 
to have preceded it, this coincidence will not 
detract much from the originality of Shakspeare. 
His witches are distinguished from the witches 
of Middleton by essential differences. These 
are creatures to whom man or woman, plotting 
some dire mischief, might resort for occasional 
consultation. Those originate deeds of blood, 
and begin bad impulses to men. From the 
moment that their eyes first meet with Mac- 
beth's, he is spell-bound. That meeting sways 
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his destiny. He can never break the fascination. 
These witches can hurt the body, those have 
power over the soul. Hecate in Middleton 
has a son, a low buffoon : the hags of Shak- 
speare have neither child of their own, nor seem 
to be descended from any parent. They are 
foul anomalies, of whom we know not whence 
they are sprjung, nor whether they have begin- 
ning or ending. As they are without human 
passions, so they seem to be without human 
relations. They come with thunder and light- 
ning, and vanish to airy music. This is all 
we know of them. Except Hecate, they have 
no names ; which heightens their mysteriousness. 
The names, and some of the properties, which 
the other author has given to his hags, excite 
smiles. The Weird Sisters are serious things. 
Their presence cannot co - exist with mirth. 
But, in a lesser degree, the witches of Middleton 
are fine creations. Their power, too, is, in some 
measure, over the mind. They raise jars, 
jealousies, strifes, " like a thick scurf" over life. 

William Rowley. — Thomas Decker. — 
John Ford, etc. 

The Witch of Edmonton. — Mother Sawyer, in 
this wild play, differs from the hags of both 
Middleton and Shakspeare. She is the plain 
traditional old woman witch of our ancestors ; 
poor, deformed, and ignorant ; the terror of 
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villages, herself amenable to a justice. That 
should be a hardy sheriff, with the power of 
the county at his heels, that would lay hands 
upon the Weird Sisters. They are of another 
jurisdiction. But upon the common and received 
opinion, the author (or authors) have engrafted 
strong fancy. There is something frightfully 
earnest in her invocations to the Familiar. 



Cyril Tourneur 

The Revengers^ Tragedy. — The reality and life 
of the dialogue, in which Vindici and Hippolito 
first tempt their mother, and then threaten her 
with death for consenting to the dishonour of 
their sister, passes any scenical illusion I ever 
felt. I never read it but my ears tingle, and 
I feel a hot blush overspread my cheeks, as if 
I were presently about to proclaim such male- 
factions of myself as the brothers here rebuke 
in their unnatural parent, in words more keen 
and dagger-like than those which Hamlet speaks 
to his mother. Such power has the passion of 
shame truly personated, not only to strike guilty 
creatures unto the soul, but to " appal " even 
those that are " free." 



John Webster 

The Duchess of Malfy. — All the several parts 
of the dreadful apparatus with which the death 
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of the Duchess is ushered in, the waxen images 
which counterfeit death, the wild masque of 
madmen, the tomb - maker, the bellman, the 
living person's dirge, the mortification by 
degrees, — are not more remote from the con- 
ceptions of ordinary vengeance, than the strange 
character of suffering which they seem to bring 
upon their victim is out of the imagination of 
ordinary poets. As they are not like inflictions 
of this life, so her language seems not of this 
world. She has lived among horrors till she 
is become " native and endowed unto that 
element." She speaks the dialect of despair ; 
her tongue has a smatch of Tartarus and the 
souls in bale. To move a horror skilfully, to 
touch a soul to the quick, to lay upon fear as 
much as it can bear, to wean and weary a life 
till it is ready to drop, and then step in with 
mortal instruments to take its last forfeit : this 
only a Webster can do. Inferior geniuses may 
" upon horror's head horrors accumulate," but 
they cannot do this. They mistake quantity 
for quality ; they " terrify babes with painted 
devils " ; but they know not how a soul is to 
be moved. Their terrors want dignity, their 
affrightments are without decorum. 

The White Devil, or Vittoria Corombona. — This 
White Devil of Italy sets off a bad cause so 
speciously, and pleads with such an innocence- 
resembling boldness, that we seem to see that 
matchless beauty of her face which inspires 
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such gay confidence into her, and are ready 
to expect, when she has done her pleadings, 
that her very judges, her accusers, the grave 
ambassadors who sit as spectators, and all the 
court, will rise and make proffer to defend her 
in spite of the utmost conviction of her guilt ; 
as the Shepherds in Don Quixote make proffer 
to follow the beautiful Shepherdess Marcela, 
" without making any profit of her manifest 
resolution made there in their hearing." 

So sweet and lovely does she make the shame. 
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 
Does spot the beauty of her budding name ! 

I never saw anything like the funeral dirge 
in this play, for the death of Marcello, except 
the ditty which reminds Ferdinand of his 
drowned father in the Tempest. As that is of 
the water, watery ; so this is of the earth, 
earthy. Both have that intenseness of feeling, 
which seems to resolve itself into the element 
which it contemplates. 

In a note on the Spanish Tragedy in the 
Specimens, I have said that there is nothing 
in the undoubted plays of Jonson which would 
authorise us to suppose that he could have 
supplied the additions to Hieronymo. I suspected 
the agency of some more potent spirit. I 
thought that Webster might have furnished 
them. They seemed full of that wild, solemn, 
preternatural cast of grief which bewilders us 
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in the Duchess of Malfy. On second con- 
sideration, I think this a hasty criticism. They 
are more like the overflowing griefs and talking 
distraction of Titus Andronicus. The sorrows 
of the Duchess set inward ; if she talks, it is 
little more than soliloquy imitating conversation 
in a kind of bravery. 

John Ford 

The Broken Heart. — I do not know where 
to find, in any play, a catastrophe so grand, so 
solemn, and so surprising as in this. This is 
indeed, according to Milton, to describe high 
passions and high actions. The fortitude of the 
Spartan boy, who let a beast gnaw out his 
bowels till he died without expressing a groan, 
is a faint bodily image of this dilaceration of the 
spirit, and exenteration of the inmost mind, 
which Calantha, with a holy violence against 
her nature, keeps closely covered, till the last 
duties of a wife and a queen are fulfilled. Stories 
of martyrdom are but of chains and the stake ; 
a little bodily suifering. These torments 

On the purest spirits prey. 

As on entrails, joints, and limbs, 

With answerable pains, but more intense. 

What a noble thing is the soul in its strengths 
and in its weaknesses ! Who would be less 
weak than Calantha ? Who can be so strong ? 
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The expression of this transcendent scene almost 
bears us in imagination to Calvary and the 
Cross ; and we seem to perceive some analogy 
between the scenical sufferings which we are here 
contemplating, and the real agonies of that final 
completion to which we dare no more than 
hint a reference. Ford was of the first order 
of poets. He sought for sublimity, not by 
parcels, in metaphors or visible images, but 
directly where she has her full residence in 
the heart of man ; in the actions and sufferings 
of the greatest minds. There is a grandeur 
of the soul above mountains, seas, and the 
elements. Even in the poor perverted reason 
of Giovanni and Annabella, in the play^ which 
stands at the head of the modern collection 
of the works of this author, we discern traces 
of that fiery particle, which, in the irregular 
starting from out the road of beaten action, 
discovers something of a right line even in 
obliquity, and shews hints of an improveable 
greatness in the lowest descents and degradations 
of our nature. 

FuLKE Greville, Lord Brooke 

Alaham, Mustapha. — The two tragedies of 
Lord Brooke, printed among his poems, might 
with more propriety have been termed political 
treatises than plays. Their author has strangely 

1 ' Tis Pity she is a Whore. 
L. IV 8 I G 
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contrived to make passion, character, and interest, 
of the highest order, subservient to the expression 
of state dogmas and mysteries. He is nine parts 
Machiavel and Tacitus, for one part Sophocles 
or Seneca. In this writer's estimate of the 
powers of the mind, the understanding must 
have held a most tyrannical pre-eminence. 
Whether we look into his plays, or his most 
passionate love -poems, we shall find all frozen 
and made rigid with intellect. The finest 
movements of the human heart, the utmost 
grandeur of which the soul is capable, are 
essentially comprised in the actions and speeches 
of Caslica and Camena. Shakspeare, who seems 
to have had a peculiar delight in contemplating 
womanly perfection, whom for his many sweet 
images of female excellence all women are in 
an especial manner bound to love, has not raised 
the ideal of the female character higher than 
Lord Brooke, in these two women, has done. 
But it requires a study equivalent to the learning 
of a new language to understand their meaning 
when they speak. It is indeed hard to hit : 

Much like thy riddle, Samson, in one day 
Or seven though one should musing sit. 

It is as if a being of pure intellect should take 
upon him to express the emotions of our sensitive 
natures. There would be all knowledge, but 
sympathetic expressions would be wanting. 
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Ben Jonson 

The Case is Altered. — The passion for wealth 
has worn out much of its grossness in tract of 
time. Our ancestors certainly conceived of 
money as able to confer a distinct gratification 
in itself, not considered simply as a symbol of 
wealth. The old poets, when they introduce a 
miser, make him address his gold as his mistress ; 
as something to be seen, felt, and hugged ; as 
capable of satisfying two of the senses at least. 
The substitution of a thin, unsatisfying medium 
in the place of the good old tangible metal, 
has made avarice quite a Platonic affection in 
comparison with the seeing, touching, and 
handling pleasures of the old Chrysophilites. 
A bank note can no more satisfy the touch of 
a true sensualist in this passion, than Creusa 
could return her husband's embrace in the 
shades. See the Cave of Mammon in Spenser ; 
Barabas' contemplation of his wealth in the 
Kich Jew of Malta ; Luke's raptures in the Ctty 
Madam ; the idolatry and absolute gold-worship 
of the miser Jaques in this early comic production 
of Ben Jonson's. Above all hear Guzman, in 
that excellent old translation of the Spanish 
Rogue, expatiate on the " ruddy cheeks of your 
golden ruddocks, your Spanish pistolets, your 
plump and full-faced Portuguese, and your 
clear-skinned pieces of eight of Castile," which 
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he and his fellows the beggars kept secret to 
themselves, and did privately enjoy in a plentiful 
manner. " For to have them, to pay them away, 
is not to enjoy them ; to enjoy them, is to have 
them lying by us ; having no other need of 
them than to use them for the clearing of 
the eye-sight, and the comforting of our senses. 
These we did carry about with us, sewing them 
in some patches of our doublets near unto the 
heart, and as close to the skin as we could 
handsomely quilt them in, holding them to 
be restorative." 

Poetaster. — This Roman play seems written 
to confute those enemies of Ben in his own days 
and ours, who have said that he made a pedanti- 
cal use of his learning. He has here revived 
the whole Court of Augustus, by a learned spell. 
We are admitted to the society of the illustrious 
dead. Virgil, Horace, Ovid, Tibullus, converse 
in our own tongue more finely and poetically than 
they were used to express themselves in their 
native Latin. Nothing can be imagined more 
elegant, refined, and court-like, than the scenes 
between this Louis the Fourteenth of antiquity 
and his literati. The whole essence and secret 
of that kind of intercourse is contained therein. 
The economical liberality by which greatness, 
seeming to waive some part of its prerogative, 
takes care to lose none of the essentials ; the 
prudential liberties of an inferior, which flatter 
by commanded boldness and soothe with compli- 

84 



CONTEMPORARY WITH SHAKSPEARE 

mentary sincerity. These, and a thousand beauti- 
ful passages from his New Inn^ his Cynthia s 
Revels, and from those numerous court-masques 
and entertainments which he was in the daily 
habit of furnishing, might be adduced to shew 
the poetical fancy and elegance of mind of the 
supposed rugged old bard. 

Alchemist. — The judgment is perfectly over- 
whelmed by the torrent of images, words, and 
book-knowledge, with which Epicure Mammon 
(Act II. Scene 2) confounds and stuns his in- 
credulous hearer. They come pouring out like 
the successive falls of Nilus. They " doubly 
redouble strokes upon the foe." Description 
outstrides proof. We are made to believe effects 
before we have testimony for their causes. If 
there is no one image which attains the height 
of the sublime, yet the confluence and assemblage 
of them all produces a result equal to the 
grandest poetry. The huge Xerxean army 
countervails against single Achilles. Epicure 
Mammon is the most determined offspring of 
its author. It has the whole " matter and copy 
of the father — eye, nose, lip, the trick of his 
frown." It is just such a swaggerer as contem- 
poraries have described old Ben to be. Meer- 
craft, Bobadil, the Host of the New Inn, have 
all his image and superscription. But Mammon 
is arrogant pretension personified. Sir Samson 
Legend, in Love for Love, is such another lying, 
overbearing character, but he does not come up 
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to Epicure Mammon. What a " towering 
bravery " there is in his sensuality ! he affects 
no pleasure under a Sultan. It is as if " Egypt 
with Assyria strove in luxury." 

George Chapman 

Bussy D'Ambois, Byron's Conspiracy, Byron's 
Tragedy, etc. etc, — Webster has happily charac- 
terised the " full and heightened style " of Chap- 
man, who, of all the English play-writers, 
perhaps approaches nearest to Shakspeare in the 
descriptive and didactic, in passages which are 
less purely dramatic. He could not go out of 
himself, as Shakspeare could shift at pleasure, 
to inform and animate other existences, but in 
himself he had an eye to perceive and a soul to 
embrace all forms and modes of being. He 
would have made a great epic poet, if indeed 
he has not abundantly shewn himself to be 
one ; for his Homer is not so properly a transla- 
tion as the stories of Achilles and Ulysses re- 
written. The earnestness and passion which he 
has put into every part of these poems, would be 
incredible to a reader of mere modern transla- 
tions. His almost Greek zeal for the glory of 
his heroes can only be paralleled by that fierce 
spirit of Hebrew bigotry, with which Milton, 
as if personating one of the zealots of the old 
law, clothed himself when he sat down to paint 
the acts of Samson against the uncircumcised. 
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The great obstacle to Chapman's translations 
being read, is their unconquerable quaintness. 
He pours out in the same breath the most just 
and natural, and the most violent and crude 
expressions. He seems to grasp at whatever 
words come first to hand while the enthusiasm 
is upon him, as if all other must be inadequate 
to the divine meaning. But passion (the all in 
all in poetry) is everywhere present, raising the 
low, dignifying the mean, and putting sense 
into the absurd. He makes his readers glow, 
weep, tremble, take any affection which he 
pleases, be moved by words, or in spite of them, 
be disgusted and overcome their disgust. 

Francis Beaumont. — John Fletcher. 

Maid's Tragedy. — One characteristic of the 
excellent old poets is, their being able to bestow 
grace upon subjects which naturally do not seem 
susceptible of any. I will mention two instances. 
Zelmane in the Arcadia of Sidney, and Helena 
in the AlPs Well that Ends Well of Shakspeare. 
What can be more unpromising at first sight, 
than the idea of a young man disguising himself 
in woman's attire, and passing himself off for a 
woman among women ; and that for a long 
space of time ? Yet Sir Philip has preserved so 
matchless a decorum, that neither does Pyrocles' 
manhood suffer any stain for the effeminacy of 
Zelmane, nor is the respect due to the princesses 
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at all diminished when the deception comes to 
be known. In the sweetly constituted mind of 
Sir Philip Sidney, it seems as if no ugly thought 
or unhandsome meditation could find a harbour. 
He turned all that he touched into images of 
honour and virtue. Helena in Shakspeare is a 
young woman seeking a man in marriage. The 
ordinary rules of courtship are reversed, the 
habitual feelings are crossed. Yet with such ex- 
quisite address this dangerous subject is handled, 
that Helena's forwardness loses her no honour ; 
delicacy dispenses with its laws in her favour, 
and nature, in her single case, seems content to 
suffer a sweet violation. Aspatia, in the Maid's 
Tragedy, is a character equally difficult, with 
Helena, of being managed with grace. She too 
is a slighted woman, refused by the man who 
had once engaged to marry her. Yet it is 
artfully contrived, that while we pity we respect 
her, and she descends without degradation. 
Such wonders true poetry and passion can do, 
to confer dignity upon subjects which do not 
seem capable of it. But Aspatia must not be 
compared at all points with Helena ; she does 
not so absolutely predominate over her situation 
but she suffers some diminution, some abatement 
of the full lustre of the female character, which 
Helena never does. Her character has many 
degrees of sweetness, some of delicacy ; but 
it has weakness, which, if we do not despise, 
we are sorry for. After all, Beaumont and 
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Fletcher were but an inferior sort of Shakspeares 
and Sidneys. 

Fhilaster. — The character of Bellario must 
have been extremely popular in its day. For 
many years after the date of Philasters first 
exhibition on the stage, scarce a play can be 
found without one of these women pages in it, 
following in the train of some pre-engaged lover, 
calling on the gods to bless her happy rival (his 
mistress), whom no doubt she secretly curses in 
her heart, giving rise to many pretty equivoques 
by the way on the confusion of sex, and either 
made happy at last by some surprising turn of 
fate, or dismissed with the joint pity of the lovers 
and the audience. Donne has a copy of verses 
to his mistress, dissuading her from a resolution 
which she seems to have taken up from some 
of these scenical representations, of following him 
abroad as a page. It is so earnest, so weighty, 
so rich in poetry, in sense, in wit, and pathos, 
that it deserves to be read as a solemn close in 
future to all such sickly fancies as he there 
deprecates. 

John Fletcher 

Thierry and Theodoret. — The scene where 
Ordella offers her life a sacrifice, that the king 
of France may not be childless, I have always 
considered as the finest in all Fletcher, and 
Ordella to be the most perfect notion of the 
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female heroic character, next to Calantha in the 
Broken Heart. She is a piece of sainted nature. 
Yet noble as the whole passage is, it must be 
confessed that the manner of it, compared with 
Shakspeare's finest scenes, is faint and languid. 
Its motion is circular, not progressive. Each 
line revolves on itself in a sort of separate orbit. 
They do not join into one another like a running- 
hand. Fletcher's ideas moved slow ; his versi- 
fication, though sweet, is tedious, it stops at 
every turn ; he lays line upon line, making up 
one after the other, adding image to image so 
deliberately, that we see their junctures. Shak- 
speare mingles everything, runs line into line, 
embarrasses sentences and metaphors ; before one 
idea has burst its shell, another is hatched and 
clamorous for disclosure. Another striking 
difference between Fletcher and Shakspeare, is 
the fondness of the former for unnatural and 
violent situations. He seems to have thought 
that nothing great could be produced in an 
ordinary way. The chief incidents in some of 
his most admired tragedies shew this.^ Shakspeare 
had nothing of this contortion in his mind, none 
of that craving after violent situations, and flights 
of strained and improbable virtue, which I think 
always betrays an imperfect moral sensibility. 
The wit of Fletcher is excellent,^ like his serious 
scenes, but there is something strained and far- 

1 Wife for i Month, Cupid's Revenge, Double Marriage, etc. 

2 Wit without Money, and his comedies generally. 
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fetched in both. He is too mistrustful of Nature, 
he always goes a little on one side of her. 
Shakspeare chose her without a reserve : and had 
riches, power, understanding, and length of days, 
with her, for a dowry. 

Faithful Shepherdess. — If all the parts of this 
delightful pastoral had been in unison with its 
many innocent scenes and sweet lyric inter- 
mixtvires, it had been a poem fit to vie with 
Comus or the Arcadia, to have been put into the 
hands of boys and virgins, to have made matter 
for young dreams, like the loves of Hermia and 
Lysander. But a spot is on the face of this 
Diana. Nothing short of infatuation could have 
driven Fletcher upon mixing with this "blessed- 
ness " such an ugly deformity as Cloe, the wanton 
shepherdess ! If Cloe was meant to set off 
Clorin by contrast, Fletcher should have known 
that such weeds by juxtaposition do not set off, 
but kill sweet flowers. 

Philip Massinger. — Thomas Decker. 

The Virgin Martyr. — This play has some 
beauties of so very high an order, that with all 
my respect for Massinger, I do not think he had 
poetical enthusiasm capable of rising up to them. 
His associate Decker, who wrote Old Fortunatus, 
had poetry enough for anything. The very 
impurities which obtrude themselves among the 
sweet pieties of this play, like Satan among the 
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Sons of Heaven, have a strength of contrast, a 
raciness, and a glow, in them, which are beyond 
Massinger. They are to the religion of the rest 
what Caliban is to Miranda. 



Philip Massinger. — Thomas Middleton. 
— William Rowley. 

Old Law. — There is an exquisiteness of moral 
sensibility, making one's eyes to gush out tears of 
delight, and a poetical strangeness in the circum- 
stances of this sweet tragi-comedy, which are 
unlike anything in the dramas which Massinger 
wrote alone. The pathos is of a subtler edge. 
Middleton and Rowley, who assisted in it, had 
both of them finer geniuses than their associate. 



James Shirley 

Claims a place amongst the worthies of this 
period, not so much for any transcendent talent 
in himself, as that he was the last of a great race, 
all of whom spoke nearly the same language, 
and had a set of moral feelings and notions in 
common. A new language, and quite a new 
turn of tragic and comic interest, came in with 
the Restoration. 
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SPECIMENS FROM THE WRITINGS 
OF FULLER 

THE CHURCH HISTORIAN 

The writings of Fuller are usually designated 
by the title of quaint, and with sufficient reason ; 
for such was his natural bias to conceits, that I 
doubt not upon most occasions it would have 
been going out of his way to have expressed 
himself out of them. But his wit is not always 
a lumen siccum, a dry faculty of surprising ; on 
the contrary, his conceits are oftentimes deeply 
steeped in human feeling and passion. Above 
all, his way of telling a story, for its eager liveli- 
ness, and the perpetual running commentary of 
the narrator happily blended with the narration, 
is perhaps unequalled. 

As his works are now scarcely perused but by 
antiquaries, I thought it might not be unaccept- 
able to my readers to present them with some 
specimens of his manner, in single thoughts and 
phrases ; and in some few passages of greater 
length, chiefly of a narrative description. I shall 
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arrange them as I casually find them in my 
book of extracts, without being solicitous to 
specify the particular work from which they are 
taken. 

Pyramids. — "The Pyramids themselves, doting 
with age, have forgotten the names of their 
founders." 

Virtue in a short person. — " His soul had but 
a short diocese to visit, and therefore might the 
better attend the effectual informing thereof." 

Intellect in a very tall one. — " Oft times such 
who are built four stories high, are observed to 
have little in their cock-loft." 

Naturals. — "Their heads sometimes so little, 
that there is no room for wit ; sometimes so 
long, that there is no wit for so much room." 

Negroes, — " The image of God cut in ebony." 

School-divinity. — " At the first it will be as 
welcome to thee as a prison, and their very 
solutions will seem knots unto thee." 

Mr. Perkins, the Divine. — " He had a capacious 
head, with angles winding and roomy enough to 
lodge all controversial intricacies." 

The same. — " He would pronounce the word 
Damn with such an emphasis as left a doleful 
echo in his auditors' ears a good while after." 

Judges in capital cases. — " O let him take heed 
how he strikes, that hath a dead hand." 

Memory. — "Philosophers place it in the 
rear of the head, and it seems the mine of 
memory lies there, because there men naturally 
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dig for it, scratching it when they are at a 
loss." 

Fancy. — " It is the most boundless and restless 
faculty of the soul ; for while the Understanding 
and the Will are kept, as it were, in libera custodia 
to their objects of verum et bonum, the Fancy is 
free from all engagements : it digs without spade, 
sails without ship, flies without wings, builds 
without charges, fights without bloodshed ; in a 
moment striding from the centre to the circum- 
ference of the world ; by a kind of omnipotency 
creating and annihilating things in an instant ; 
and things divorced in Nature are married in 
Fancy as in a lawless place." 

Infants. — " Some, admiring what motives to 
mirth infants meet with in their silent and 
solitary smiles, have resolved, how truly I know 
not, that then they converse with angels ; as 
indeed such cannot among mortals find any fitter 
companions." 

Music. — " Such is the sociableness of music, 
it conforms itself to all companies both in mirth 
and mourning ; complying to improve that 
passion with which it finds the auditors most 
affected. In a word, it is an invention which 
might have beseemed a son of Seth to have been 
the father thereof: though better it was that 
Cain's great grandchild should have the credit 
first to find it, than the world the unhappiness 
longer to have wanted it." 

St. Monica. — " Drawing near her death, she 
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sent most pious thoughts as harbingers to heaven, 
and her soul saw a glimpse of happiness through 
the chinks of her sickness-broken body." ^ 

Mortality. — " To smell to a turf of fresh earth 
is wholesome for the body, no less are thoughts 
of mortality cordial to the soul." 

Virgin. — "No lording husband shall at the 
same time command her presence and distance ; 
to be always near in constant attendance, and 
always to stand aloof in awful observance." 

Klder Brother. — " Is one who made haste to 
come into the world to bring his parents the first 
news of male posterity, and is well rewarded for 
his tidings." 

Bishop Fletcher. — " His pride was rather on 
him than in him, as only gait and gesture deep, 
not sinking to his heart, though causelessly 
condemned for a proud man, as who was a good 
hypocrite, and far more humble than he appeared." 

Masters of Colleges. — " A little allay of dulness 
in a Master of a College makes him fitter to 
manage secular affairs." 

The Good Teoman. — " Is a gentleman in ore, 
whom the next age may see refined." 

Good Parent. — " For his love, therein, like a 
well-drawn picture, he eyes all his children 
alike." 

Deformity in Children. — " This partiality is 

1 The soul's dark cottage, batter'd and decay'd. 
Lets in new lights through chinks which time has made. 

Waller. 
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tyranny, when parents despise those that are 
deformed ; enough to break those whom God had 
bowed before.'' 

Good Master. — " In correcting his servant he 
becomes not a slave to his own passion. Not 
cruelly making new indentures of the flesh of his 
apprentice. He is tender of his servant in sick- 
ness and age. If crippled in his service, his 
house is his hospital. Yet how many throw 
away those dry bones, out of the which them- 
selves have sucked the marrow ! " 

Good Widow. — " If she can speak but little 
good of him [her dead husband] she speaks but 
little of him. So handsomely folding up her 
discourse, that his virtues are shewn outwards, 
and his vices wrapped up in silence ; as counting 
it barbarism to throw dirt on his memory who 
hath moulds cast on his body." 

Horses. — " These are men's wings, wherewith 
they make such speed. A generous creature a 
horse is, sensible in some sort of honour ; and 
made most handsome by that which deforms 
men most — pride." 

Martyrdom. — " Heart of oak hath sometimes 
warped a little in the scorching heat of persecu- 
tion. Their want of true courage herein cannot 
be excused. Yet many censure them for sur- 
rendering up their forts after a long siege, who 
would have yielded up their own at the first 
summons. Oh ! there is more required to make 
one valiant, than to call Cranmer or Jewel 
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coward ; as if the fire in Smithfield had been 
no hotter than what is painted in the Book 
of Martyrs." 

Text of St. Paul. — " St. Paul saith, let not the 
sun go down on your wrath, to carry news to 
the antipodes in another world of thy revenge- 
ful nature. Yet let us take the Apostle's meaning 
rather than his words, with all possible speed to 
depose our passion ; not understanding him so 
literally, that we may take leave to be angry till 
sunset •: then might our wrath lengthen with the 
days ; and men in Greenland, where the day lasts 
above a quarter of a year, have plentiful scope 
for revenge."^ 

Bishop Brownrig. — "He carried learning 
enough in numerato about him in his pockets for 
any discourse, and had much more at home in 
his chests for any serious dispute." 

Modest Want. — "Those that with diligence 
fight against poverty, though neither conquer till 
death makes it a drawn battle ; expect not but 
prevent their craving of thee : for God forbid 
the heavens should never rain, till the earth first 
opens her mouth ; seeing some grounds will sooner 
burn than chap." 

1 This whimsical prevention of a consequence which no one 
would have thought of deducing, — setting up an absurdum on 
purpose to hunt it down, — placing guards as it were at the very 
outposts of possibility, — gravely giving out laws to insanity and 
prescribing moral fences to distempered intellects, could never have 
entered into a head less entertainingly constructed than that of 
Fuller, or Sir Thomas Browne, the very air of whose style the 
conclusion of this passage most aptly imitates. 
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'Death-bed Temptations. — " The devil is most 
busy on the last day of his term ; and a tenant 
to be outed cares not what mischief he doth." 

Conversation. — " Seeing we are civilised English- 
men, let us not be naked savages in our talk." 

Wounded Soldier. — "Halting is the stateliest 
march of a soldier ; and 'tis a brave sight to see 
the flesh of an ancient as torn as his colours." 

Wat Tyler. — "^ misogrammatist ; if a good 
Greek word may be given to so barbarous a 
rebel." 

Heralds. — " Heralds new mould men's names, 
— taking from them, adding to them, melting 
out all the liquid letters, torturing mutes to 
make them speak, and making vowels dumb, — 
to bring it to a fallacious homonomy at the last, 
that their names may be the same with those 
noble houses they pretend to." 

Antiquarian Diligence. — " It is most worthy 
observation, with what diligence he [Camden] 
inquired after ancient places, making hue and 
cry after many a city which was run away, and 
by certain marks and tokens pursuing to find it ; 
as by the situation on the Roman highways, by 
just distance from other ancient cities, by some 
affinity of name, by tradition of the inhabitants, 
by Roman coins digged up, and by some appear- 
ance of ruins. A broken urn is a whole evidence ; 
or an old gate still surviving, out of which the 
city is run out. Besides, commonly some new 
spruce town not far off is grown out of the ashes 
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thereof, which yet hath so much natural affection 
as dutifully to own those reverend ruins for her 
mother." 

Henry de Essex. — " He is too well known in 
our English Chronicles, being Baron of Raleigh, 
in Essex, and Hereditary Standard Bearer of 
England. It happened in the reign of this king 
[Henry II.] there was a fierce battle fought in 
Flintshire, at Coleshall, between the English and 
Welsh, wherein this Henry de Essex animum et 
signum simul abjecit, betwixt traitor and coward, 
cast away both his courage and banner together, 
occasioning a great overthrow of English. But 
he that had the baseness to do, had the boldness 
to deny the doing of so foul a fact ; until he was 
challenged in combat by Robert de Momford, 
a knight, eye-witness thereof, and by him over- 
come in a duel. Whereupon his large inherit- 
ance was confiscated to the king, and he himself, 
partly thrust, partly going into a convent, hid his 
head in a cowl, under which, betwixt shame and 
sanctity, he blushed out the remainder of his life." ^ — 
Worthies. Article, " Bedfordshire." 

1 The fine imagination of Fuller has done what might have been 
pronounced impossible : it has given an interest, and a holy char- 
acter, to coward infamy. Nothing can be more beautiful than the 
concluding account of the last days, and expiatory retirement, of 
poor Henry de Essex. The address with which the whole of this 
little story is told is most consummate : the charm of it seems to 
consist in a perpetual balance of antitheses not too violently opposed, 
and the consequent activity of mind in which the reader is kept : 
— "Betwixt traitor and coward" — "baseness to do, boldness to 
deny" — "partly thrust, partly going, into a convent" — "betwixt 
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Sir Edward Harwood, Knt. — " I have read of 
a bird, which hath a face Hke, and yet will prey 
upon, a man ; who coming to the water to drink, 
and finding there by reflection, that he had killed 
one like himself, pineth away by degrees, and 
never afterwards enjoyeth itself.^ Such in some 
sort the condition of Sir Edward. This accident, 
that he had killed one in a private quarrel, put 
period to his carnal mirth, and was a covering to 
his eyes all the days of his life. No possible 
provocations could afterwards tempt him to a 
duel ; and no wonder that one's conscience 
loathed that whereof he had surfeited. He 
refused all challenges with more honour than 
others accepted them ; it being well known, 

shame and sanctity." The reader by this artifice is taken into a 
kind of partnership with the writer, — his judgment is exercised in 
settling the preponderance, — he feels as if he were consulted as to 
the issue. But the modern historian flings at once the dead weight 
of his own judgment into the scale, and settles the matter. 

1 I do not know where Fuller read of this bird ; but a more 
awful and affecting story, and moralising of a story, in Natural 
History, or rather in that Fabulous Natural History, where poets 
and mythologists found the Phoenix and the Unicorn, and "other 
strange fowl," is nowhere extant. It is a fable which Sir Thomas 
Browne, if he had heard of it, would have exploded among his 
Vulgar Errors ; but the delight which he would have taken in the 
discussing of its probabilities, would have shown that the truth of 
the fact, though the avowed object of his search, was not so much 
the motive which put him upon the investigation, as those hidden 
affinities and poetical analogies, — those essential verities in the 
application of strange fable, which made him linger with such 
reluctant delay among the last fading lights of popular tradition ; 
and not seldom to conjure up a superstition, that had been long 
extinct, from its dusty grave, to inter it himself with greater 
ceremonies and solemnities of burial. 
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that he would set his foot as far in the face of 
his enemy as any man alive." — Worthies. Art. 
" Lincolnshire." 

Decayed Gentry. — " It happened in the reign 
of King James, when Henry Earl of Huntingdon 
was Lieutenant of Leicestershire, that a labourer's 
son in that county was pressed into the wars ; 
as I take it, to go over with Count Mansfield. 
The old man at Leicester requested his son 
might be discharged, as being the only staff of 
his age, who by his industry maintained him 
and his mother. The Earl demanded his name, 
which the man for a long time was loth to tell 
(as suspecting it a fault for so poor a man to 
confess the truth), at last he told his name was 
Hastings. " Cousin Hastings," said the Earl, 
" we cannot all be top branches of the tree, 
though we all spring from the same root ; your 
son, my kinsman, shall not be pressed." So 
good was the meeting of modesty in a poor, 
with courtesy in an honourable person, and 
gentry I believe in both. And I have reason 
to believe that some who justly own the sur- 
names and blood of Bohuns, Mortimers, and 
Plantagenets (though ignorant of their own 
extractions), are hid in the heap of common 
people, where they find that under a thatched 
cottage, which some of their ancestors could 
not enjoy in a leaded castle, — contentment, 
with quiet and security." — Worthies. Art. "Of 
Shire-Reeves or ShiriflFes." 
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Tenderness of Conscience in a Tradesman. — 
" Thomas Curson, born in Allhallows, Lombard 
Street, armourer, dwelt without Bishopsgate. It 
happened that a stage-player borrowed a rusty 
musket, which had lain long leger in his shop : 
now though his part were comical, he therewith 
acted an unexpected tragedy, killing one of the 
standers by, the gun casually going off on the 
stage, which he suspected not to be charged. O 
the difference of divers men in the tenderness of 
their consciences ; some are scarce touched with 
a wound, whilst others are wounded with a touch 
therein. This poor armourer was highly afflicted 
therewith, though done against his will, yea 
without his knowledge, in his absence, by another, 
out of mere chance. Hereupon he resolved to 
give all his estate to pious uses : no sooner had 
he gotten a round sum, but presently he posted 
with it in his apron to the Court of Aldermen, 
and was in pain till by their direction he had 
settled it for the relief of poor in his own and 
other parishes, and disposed of some hundreds of 
pounds accordingly, as I am credibly informed 
by the then churchwardens of the said parish. 
Thus as he conceived himself casually (though 
at a great distance) to have occasioned the 
death of one, he was the immediate and 
direct cause of giving a comfortable living to 
many." 

Burning of Wicklif^e's Body by Order of the 
Council of Constance. — "Hitherto [a.d. 1428] the 
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corpse of John Wickliffe had quietly slept in his 
grave about forty-one years after his death, till 
his body was reduced to bones, and his bones 
almost to dust. For though the earth in the 
chancel of Lutterworth, in Leicestershire, where 
he was interred, hath not so quick a digestion 
with the earth of Aceldama, to consume flesh 
in twenty-four hours, yet such the appetite 
thereof, and all other English graves, to leave 
small reversions of a body after so many years. 
But now such the spleen of the Council of 
Constance, as they not only cursed his memory 
as dying an obstinate heretic, but ordered that 
his bones (with this charitable caution, — if it 
may be discerned from the bodies of other faith- 
ful people) to be taken out of the ground, and 
thrown far off from any Christian burial. In 
obedience hereunto. Rich. Fleming, Bishop of 
Lincoln, Diocesan of Lutterworth, sent his officers 
(vultures with a quick sight, scent, at a dead 
carcase) to ungrave him. Accordingly to 
Lutterworth they come, Sumner, Commissary, 
Official, Chancellor, Proctors, Doctors, and their 
servants (so that the remnant of the body would 
not hold out a bone amongst so many hands), take 
what was left out of the grave, and burnt them 
to ashes, and cast them into Swift, a neighbouring 
brook, running hard by. Thus this brook has 
conveyed his ashes into Avon, Avon into Severn, 
Severn into the narrow seas, they into the main ocean ; 
and thus the ashes of Wickliffe are the emblem of his 
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doctrine, which now is dispersed all the world over^ ^ 
— Church History. 

^ The concluding period of this most lively narrative I will not 
call a conceit : it is one of the grandest conceptions I ever met 
with. One feels the ashes of WicklifFe gliding away out of the 
reach of the Sumners, Commissaries, Officials, Proctors, Doctors, 
and all the puddering rout of executioners of the impotent rage of 
the baffled Council : from Swift into Avon, from Avon into Severn, 
from Severn into the narrow seas, from the narrow seas into the 
main ocean, where they become the emblem of his doctrine, " dis- 
persed all the world over." Hamlet's tracing the body of Caesar 
to the clay that stops a beer-barrel, is a no less curious pursuit of 
" ruined mortality" ; but it is in an inverse ratio to this : it degrades 
and saddens us, for one part of our nature at least ; but this expands 
the whole of our nature, and gives to the body a sort of ubiquity, — 
a diffusion, as far as the actions of its partner can have reach or 
influence. 

I have seen this passage smiled at, and set down as a quaint 
conceit of old Fuller. But what is not a conceit to those who read it 
in a temper different from that in which the writer composed it ? 
The most pathetic parts of poetry to cold tempers seem and are 
nonsense, as divinity was to the Greeks foolishness. When Richard 
II., meditating on his own utter annihilation as to royalty, cries out, 

" O that I were a mockery king of snow. 
To melt before the sun of Bolingbroke," 

if we have been going on pace for pace with the passion before, 
this sudden conversion of a strong-felt metaphor into something to 
be actually realised in nature, like that of Jeremiah, "Oh ! that my 
head were waters, and mine eyes a fountain of tears," is strictly and 
strikingly natural ; but come unprepared upon it, and it is a conceit : 
and so is a "head" turned into "waters." 
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ON THE GENIUS AND CHARACTER 
OF HOGARTH 

WITH SOME REMARKS ON A PASSAGE IN THE 
WRITINGS OF THE LATE MR, BARRY 

One of the earliest and noblest enjoyments I had 
when a boy was in the contemplation of those 
capital prints by Hogarth, the Harlot's and 
Rakes Progresses, which, along with some 
others, hung upon the walls of a great hall 

in an old-fashioned house in shire, and 

seemed the solitary tenants (with myself) of 
that antiquated and life-deserted apartment. 

Recollection of the manner in which those 
prints used to affect me, has often made me 
wonder, when I have heard Hogarth described 
as a mere comic painter, as one whose chief 
ambition was to raise a laugh. To deny that 
there are throughout the prints which I have 
mentioned circumstances introduced of a laugh- 
able tendency, would be to run counter to the 
common notions of mankind ; but to suppose 
that in their ruling character they appeal chiefly 

1 06 



ON THE GENIUS OF HOGARTH 

to the risible faculty, and not first and foremost 
to the very heart of man, its best and most 
serious feelings, would be to mistake no less 
grossly their aim and purpose. A set of severer 
Satires (for they are not so much Comedies, 
which they have been likened to, as they are 
strong and masculine Satires) less mingled with 
any thing of mere fun, were .never written upon 
paper, or graven upon copper. They resemble 
Juvenal, or the satiric touches in Timon of Athens. 

I was pleased with the reply of a gentleman, 
who being asked which book he esteemed most 
in his library, answered, — " Shakspeare " : being 
asked which he esteemed next best, replied — 
" Hogarth." His graphic representations are 
indeed books : they have the teeming, fruitful, 
suggestive meaning of words. Other pictures 
we look at, — his prints we read. 

In pursuance of this parallel, I have some- 
times entertained myself with comparing the 
Timon of Athens of Shakspeare (which I have 
just mentioned) and Hogarth's Rake's Progress 
together. The story, the moral, in both is 
nearly the same. The wild course of riot and 
extravagance, ending in the one with driving 
the Prodigal from the society of men into the 
solitude of the deserts, and in the other with 
conducting the Rake through his several stages 
of dissipation into the still more complete 
desolations of the mad-house, in the play and 
in the picture are described with almost equal 
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force and nature. The levee of the Rake, which 
forms the subject of the second plate in the 
series, is almost a transcript of Timon's levee in 
the opening scene of that play. We find a 
dedicating poet, and other similar characters, in 
both. 

The concluding scene in the Rakes Progress 
is perhaps superior to the last scenes of Timon. 
If we seek for something of kindred excellence 
in poetry, it must be in the scenes of Lear's 
beginning madness, where the King and the 
Fool and the Tom-o'-Bedlam conspire to pro- 
duce such a medley of mirth checked by misery, 
and misery rebuked by mirth ; where the 
society of those "strange bed-fellows" which 
misfortunes have brought Lear acquainted with, 
so finely sets forth the destitute state of the 
monarch, while the lunatic bans of the one, 
and the disjointed sayings and wild but pregnant 
allusions of the other, so wonderfully sympathise 
with that confusion, which they seem to assist 
in the production of, in the senses of that 
" child-changed father." 

In the scene in Bedlam, which terminates 
the Rake's Progress, we find the same assortment 
of the ludicrous with the terrible. Here is 
desperate madness, the overturning of originally 
strong thinking faculties, at which we shudder, 
as we contemplate the duration and pressure of 
affliction which it must have asked to destroy 
such a building ; — and here is the gradual 
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hurtless lapse into idiocy, of faculties, which at 
their best of times never having been strong, we 
look upon the consummation of their decay 
with no more of pity than is consistent with a 
smile. The mad taylor, the poor driveller that 
has gone out of his wits (and truly he appears 
to have had no great journey to go to get past 
their confines) for the love of Charming Betty 
Careless^ — these half-laughable, scarce-pitiable 
objects take off from the horror which the 
principal figure would of itself raise, at the 
same time that they assist the feeling of the 
scene by contributing to the general notion of 
its subject : — 

Madness, thou chaos of the brain. 
What art, that pleasure giv'st, and pain ? 

Sranny of Fancy's reign ! 
chanic Fancy, that can build 
Vast labyrinths and mazes wild, 
With rule disjointed, shapeless measure, 
Fill'd with horror, fill'd with pleasure ! 
Shapes of horror, that would even 
Cast doubts of mercy upon heaven. 
Shapes of pleasure, that, but seen. 
Would split the shaking sides of spleen.^ 

Is it carrying the spirit of comparison to 
excess to remark, that in the poor kneeling 
weeping female, who accompanies her seducer 
in his sad decay, there is something analogous 
to Kent, or Caius, as he delights rather to be 
called, in Lear, — the noblest pattern of virtue 

1 Lines inscribed under the plate. 
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which even Shakspeare has conceived, — who 
follows his royal master in banishment, that 
had pronounced his banishment, and forgetful at 
once of his wrongs and dignities, taking on 
himself the disguise of a menial, retains his 
fidelity to the figure, his loyalty to the carcase, 
the shadow, the shell and empty husk of Lear ? 

In the perusal of a book, or of a picture, 
much of the impression which we receive 
depends upon the habit of mind which we bring 
with us to such perusal. The same circumstance 
may make one person laugh, which shall render 
another very serious ; or in the same person the 
first impression may be corrected by after- 
thought. The misemployed incongruous charac- 
ters at the Harlot's Funeral^ on a superficial 
inspection, provoke to laughter ; but when we 
have sacrificed the first emotion to levity, a very 
different frame of mind succeeds, or the painter 
has lost half his purpose. I never look at that 
wonderful assemblage of depraved beings, who, 
without a grain of reverence or pity in their 
perverted minds, are performing the sacred 
exteriors of duty to the relics of their departed 
partner in folly, but I am as much moved to 
sympathy from the very want of it in them, as 
I should be by the finest representation of a 
virtuous death-bed surrounded by real mourners, 
pious children, weeping friends, — perhaps more 
by the very contrast. What reflections does it 
not awake, of the dreadful heartless state in 
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which the creature (a female too) must have 
lived, who in death wants the accompaniment of 
one genuine tear. That wretch who is removing 
the lid of the coffin to gaze upon the corpse 
with a face which indicates a perfect negation 
of all goodness or womanhood — the hypocrite 
parson and his demure partner — all the fiendish 
group — to a thoughtful mind present a moral 
emblem more affecting than if the poor friend- 
less carcase had been depicted as thrown out to 
the woods, where wolves had assisted at its 
obsequies, itself furnishing forth its own funeral 
banquet. 

It is easy to laugh at such incongruities as 
are met together in this picture, — incongruous 
objects being of the very essence of laughter, — 
but surely the laugh is far different in its kind 
from that thoughtless species to which we are 
moved by mere farce and grotesque. We laugh 
when Ferdinand Count Fathom, at the first 
sight of the white cliffs of Britain, feels his heart 
yearn with filial fondness towards the land of 
his progenitors, which he is coming to fleece 
and plunder, — we smile at the exquisite irony of 
the passage, — but if we are not led on by such 
passages to some more salutary feeling than 
laughter, we are very negligent perusers of them 
in book or picture. 

It is the fashion with those who cry up the 
great Historical School in this country, at the 
head of which Sir Joshua Reynolds is placed, to 
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exclude Hogarth from that school, as an artist of 
an inferior and vulgar class. Those persons 
seem to me to confound the painting of subjects 
in common or vulgar life with the being a 
vulgar artist. The quantity of thought which 
Hogarth crowds into every picture, would alone 
unvulgarise every subject which he might choose. 
Let us take the lowest of his subjects, the print 
called Gin ham. Here is plenty of poverty and 
low stuff to disgust upon a superficial view ; and 
accordingly, a cold spectator feels himself im- 
mediately disgusted and repelled. I have seen 
many turn away from it, not being able to bear 
it. The same persons would perhaps have 
looked with great complacency upon Poussin's 
celebrated picture of the Plague at Athens} 
Disease and Death and bewildering Terror in 
Athenian garments are endurable, and come, as 
the delicate critics express it, within the " limits 
of pleasurable sensation." But the scenes of 
their own St. Giles', delineated by their own 
countryman, are too shocking to think of. Yet 
if we could abstract our minds from the fasci- 
nating colours of the picture, and forget the 
coarse execution (in some respects) of the print, 
intended as it was to be a cheap plate, accessible 
to the poorer sort of people, for whose instruc- 
tion it was done, I think we could have no 
hesitation in conferring the palm of superior 
genius upon Hogarth, comparing this work of 

1 At the late Mr. Hope's, in Cavendish Square. 
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his with Poussin's picture. There is more of 
imagination in it — that power which draws all 
things to one, — which makes things animate and 
inanimate, beings with their attributes, subjects 
and their accessories, take one colour, and serve 
to one effect. Every thing in the print, to use 
a vulgar expression, tells. Every part is full of 
" strange images of death." It is perfectly 
amazing and astounding to look at. Not only 
the two prominent figures, the woman and the 
half-dead man, which are as terrible as any thing 
which Michael Angelo ever drew, but every 
thing else in the print contributes to bewilder 
and stupefy, — the very houses, as I heard a 
friend of mine express it, tumbling all about in 
various directions, seem drunk — seem absolutely 
reeling from the eifect of that diabolical spirit 
of frenzy which goes forth over the whole com- 
position. — To show the poetical and almost 
prophetical conception in the artist, one little 
circumstance may serve. Not content with the 
dying and dead figures, which he has strewed in 
profusion over the proper scene of the action, 
he shews you what (of a kindred nature) is 
passing beyond it. Close by the shell, in which, 
by the direction of the parish beadle, a man 
is depositing his wife, is an old wall, which, 
partaking of the universal decay around it, is 
tumbling to pieces. Through a gap in this wall 
are seen three figures, which appear to make a 
part in some funeral procession which is passing 
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by on the other side of the wall, out of the 
sphere of the composition. This extending of 
the interest beyond the bounds of the subject 
could only have been conceived by a great genius. 
Shakspeare, in his description of the painting of 
the Trojan War, in his Tarquin and Lucrece^ has 
introduced a similar device, where the painter 
made a part stand for the whole : — 

For much imaginary work was there. 
Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind. 
That for Achilles' image stood his spear, 
Grip'd in an armed hand ; himself behind 
Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind : 
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head. 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

This he well calls imaginary work, where the 
spectator must meet the artist in his conceptions 
half way ; and it is peculiar to the confidence 
of high genius alone to trust so much to 
spectators or readers. Lesser artists shew every 
thing distinct and full, as they require an object 
to be made out to themselves before they can 
comprehend it. 

When I think of the power displayed in this 
(I will not hesitate to say) sublime print, it 
seems to me the extreme narrowness of system 
alone, and of that rage for classification, by 
which, in matters of taste at least, we are per- 
petually perplexing instead of arranging our 
ideas, that would make us concede to the work 
of Poussin above mentioned, and deny to this of 

114 



ON THE GENIUS OF HOGARTH 

Hogarth, the name of a grand serious composi- 
tion. 

We are for ever deceiving ourselves with 
names and theories. We call one man a great 
historical painter, because he has taken for his 
subjects kings or great men, or transactions over 
which time has thrown a grandeur. We term 
another the painter of common life, and set him 
down in our minds for an artist of an inferior 
class, without reflecting whether the quantity 
of thought shewn by the latter may not much 
more than level the distinction which their 
mere choice of subjects may seem to place 
between them ; or whether, in fact, from that 
very common life a great artist may not extract 
as deep an interest as another man from that 
which we are pleased to call history. 

I entertain the highest respect for the talents 
and virtues of Reynolds, but I do not like that 
his reputation should overshadow and stifle the 
merits of such a man as Hogarth, nor that to 
mere names and classifications we should be 
content to sacrifice one of the greatest ornaments 
of England. 

I would ask the most enthusiastic admirer of 
Reynolds, whether, in the countenances of his 
Staring and Grinning Despair, which he has given 
us for the faces of Ugolino and dying Beaufort, 
there be anything comparable to the expression 
which Hogarth has put into the face of his 
broken-down rake in the last plate but one of 
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the Rakes Progress^ where a letter from the 
manager is brought to him to say that his play 
" will not do " ? Here all is easy, natural, 
undistorted, but withal what a mass of woe is 
here accumulated ! — the long history of a mis- 
spent life is compressed into the countenance as 
plainly as the series of plates before had told it ; 
here is no attempt at Gorgonian looks which are 
to freeze the beholder, no grinning at the antique 
bed-posts, no face-making, or consciousness of 
the presence of spectators in or out of the 
picture, but grief kept to a man's self, a face 
retiring from notice with the shame which great 
anguish sometimes brings with it, — a final leave 
taken of hope, — the coming on of vacancy and 
stupefaction, — a beginning alienation of mind 
looking like tranquillity. Here is matter for 
the mind of the beholder to feed on for the 
hour together, — matter to feed and fertilise the 
mind. It is too real to admit one thought 
about the power of the artist who did it. — When 
we compare the expression in subjects which so 
fairly admit of comparison, and find the superi- 
ority so clearly to remain with Hogarth, shall 
the mere contemptible difi^erence of the scene of 
it being laid in the one case in our Fleet or 
King's Bench Prison, and in the other in the 

1 The first perhaps in all Hogarth for serious expression. That 
which comes next to it, I think, is the jaded morning countenance 
ot the debauchee in the second plate of the Marriage Alamode, 
which lectures on the vanity of pleasure as audibly as any thing in 
Ecclesiastes. 
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State Prison of Pisa, or the bedroom of a 
cardinal, or that the subject of the one has 
never been authenticated, and the other is matter 
of history, — so weigh down the real points of the 
comparison, as to induce us to rank the artist 
who has chosen the one scene or subject (though 
confessedly inferior in that which constitutes the 
soul of his art) in a class from which we exclude 
the better genius (who has happened to make 
choice of the other) with something like dis- 
grace ? -"^ 

The Boys under Demoniacal Possession of Raphael 
and Dominichino, by what law of classification 
are we bound to assign them to belong to the 
great style in painting, and to degrade into an 
inferior class the Rake of Hogarth when he is 

1 Sir Joshua Reynolds, somewhere in his lectures, speaks of the 
presumption of Hogarth in attempting the grand style in paint- 
ing, by which he means his choice of certain Scripture subjects. 
Hogarth's excursions into Holy Land were not very numerous, 
but what he has left us in this kind have at least this merit, that 
they have expression of some sort or other in them, — the Child 
Moses before Pharaoh's Daughter, for instance : which is more than 
can be said of Sir Joshua Reynold's Repose in Egypt, painted for 
Macklin's Bible, where for a Madonna he has substituted a sleepy, 
insensible, unmotherly girl, one so little worthy to have been 
selected as the Mother of the Saviour, that she seems to have neither 
heart nor feeling to entitle her to Ijecome a mother at all. But 
indeed the race of Virgin Mary painters seems to have been cut up, 
root and branch, at the Reformation. Our artists are too good 
Protestants to give life to that admirable commixture of maternal 
tenderness with reverential awe and wonder approaching to worship, 
with which the Virgin Mothers of L. da Vinci and Raphael (them- 
selves by their divine countenances inviting men to worship) con- 
template the union of the two natures in the person of their 
Heaven-born Infant. 
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the Madman in the Bedlam scene ? I am sure 
he is far more impressive than either. It is a 
face which no one that has seen can easily forget. 
There is the stretch of human suffering to the 
utmost endurance, severe bodily pain brought on 
by strong mental agony, the frightful obstinate 
laugh of madness, — yet all so unforced and 
natural, that those who never were witness to 
madness in real life, think they see nothing but 
what is familiar to them in this face. Here are 
no tricks of distortion, nothing but the natural 
face of agony. This is high tragic painting, 
and we might as well deny to Shakspeare the 
honours of a great tragedian, because he has 
interwoven scenes of mirth with the serious 
business of his plays, as refuse to Hogarth the 
same praise for the two concluding scenes of the 
Rake's Progress, because of the Comic Lunatics ^ 
which he has thrown into the one, or the Alchy- 
mist that he has introduced in the other, who is 
paddling in the coals of his furnace, keeping alive 
the flames of vain hope within the very walls of 
the prison to which the vanity has conducted 

1 There are of madmen, as there are of tame, 
All-humour'd not alike. We have here some 
So apish and fantastic, play with a feather ; 
And though 'twould grieve a soul to see God's image 
So blemish'd and defac'd, yet do they act 
Such antic and such pretty lunacies, 
That, spite of sorrow, they will make you smile. 
Others again we have, like angry lions. 
Fierce as wild bulls, untameable as flies. 

Honest Whore. 
ii8 



ON THE GENIUS OF HOGARTH 

him, which have taught the darker lesson of 
extinguished hope to the desponding figure who 
is the principal person of the scene. 

It is the force of these kindly admixtures, 
which assimilates the scenes of Hogarth and of 
Shakspeare to the drama of real life, where no 
such thing as pure tragedy is to be found ; but 
merriment and infelicity, ponderous crime and 
feather- light vanity, like twi- formed births, 
disagreeing complexions of one intertexture, 
perpetually unite to shew forth motley spectacles 
to the world. Then it is that the poet or 
painter shews his art, when in the selection 
of these comic adjuncts he chooses such circum- 
stances as shall relieve, contrast with, or fall 
into, without forming a violent opposition to, 
his principal object. Who sees not that the 
Grave-digger in Hamlet, the Fool in Lear, have 
a kind of correspondency to, and fall in with, the 
subjects which they seem to interrupt, while the 
comic stuff in Venice Preserved, and the doggerel 
nonsense of the Cook and his poisoning associates 
in the Kollo of Beaumont and Fletcher, are pure, 
irrelevant, impertinent discords, — as bad as the 
quarrelling dog and cat under the table of the 
Lord and the Disciples at Emmaus of Titian ? 

Not to tire the reader with perpetual refer- 
ence to prints which he may not be fortunate 
enough to possess, it may be sufficient to remark, 
that the same tragic cast of expression and 
incident, blended in some instances with a greater 
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alloy of comedy, characterises his other great 
work, the Marriage Alamode, as well as those 
less elaborate exertions of his genius, the prints 
called Industry and Idleness, the Distrest Poet, etc., 
forming, with the Harlot's and Rake's Progresses, 
the most considerable if not the largest class 
of his productions, — enough surely to rescue 
Hogarth from the imputation of being a mere 
buffoon, or one whose general aim was only to 
shake the sides. 

There remains a very numerous class of his 
performances, the object of which must be con- 
fessed to be principally comic. But in all of 
them will be found something to distinguish 
them from the droll productions of Bunbury 
and others. They have this difference, that we 
do not merely laugh at, we are led into long 
trains of reflection by them. In this respect 
they resemble the characters of Chaucer's 
Pilgrims, which have strokes of humour in 
them enough to designate them for the most 
part as comic, but our strongest feeling still is 
wonder at the comprehensiveness of genius 
which could crowd, as poet and painter have 
done, into one small canvas so many diverse yet 
co-operating materials. 

The faces of Hogarth have not a mere 
momentary interest, as in caricatures, or those 
grotesque physiognomies which we sometimes 
catch a glance of in the street, and, struck 
with their whimsicality, wish for a pencil and 
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the power to sketch them down ; and forget 
them again as rapidly, — but they are permanent 
abiding ideas. Not the sports of nature, but 
her necessary eternal classes. We feel that we 
cannot part with any of them, lest a link should 
be broken. 

It is worthy of observation, that he has 
seldom drawn a mean or insignificant counte- 
nance.^ Hogarth's mind was eminently reflective; 
and, as it has been well observed of Shakspeare, 
that he has transfused his own poetical character 
into the persons of his drama (they are all more 
or less poets) Hogarth has impressed a thinking 
character upon the persons of his canvas. This 
remark must not be taken universally. The 
exquisite idiotism of the little gentleman in 
the bag and sword beating his drum in the 
print of the Enraged Musician, would of itself 
rise up against so sweeping an assertion. But I 
think it will be found to be true of the gener- 
ality of his countenances. The knife-grinder 
and Jew flute-player in the plate just mentioned 
may serve as instances instead of a thousand. 
They have intense thinking faces, though the 
purpose to which they are subservient by no 

1 If there are any of that description, they are in his Strolling 
Players, a print which has been cried up by Lord Orford as the 
richest of his productions, and it may be, for what I know, in the 
mere lumber, the properties, and dead furniture of the scene, but 
in living character and expression it is (for Hogarth) lamentably 
poor and wanting ; it is perhaps the only one of his performances 
at which we have a right to feel disgusted. 
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means required it ; but indeed it seems as if 
it was painful to Hogarth to contemplate mere 
vacancy or insignificance. 

This reflection of the artist's own intellect 
from the faces of his characters, is one reason 
why the works of Hogarth, so much more 
than those of any other artist, are objects of 
meditation. Our intellectual natures love the 
mirror which gives them back their own 
likenesses. The mental eye will not bend 
long with delight upon vacancy. 

Another line of eternal separation between 
Hogarth and the common painters of droll 
or burlesque subjects, with whom he is often 
confounded, is the sense of beauty, which in 
the most unpromising subjects seems never 
wholly to have deserted him. " Hogarth him- 
self," says Mr. Coleridge,^ from whom I have 
borrowed this observation, speaking of a scene 
which took place at Ratzeburg, " never drew a 
more ludicrous distortion, both of attitude and 
physiognomy, than this effect occasioned : nor 
was there wanting beside it one of those beauti- 
ful female faces which the same Hogarth, in 
whom the satirist never extinguished that love of 
beauty which belonged to him as a poet, so often 
and so gladly introduces as the central figure 
in a crowd of humorous deformities, which 
figure (such is the power of true genius) neither 
acts nor is meant to act as a contrast : but diffuses 

1 The Friend, No. XVI. 
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through all, and over each of the group, a spirit 
of reconciliation and human kindness ; and even 
w^hen the attention is no longer consciously 
directed to the cause of this feeling, still blends 
its tenderness with our laughter : and thus prevents 
the instructrve merriment at the whims of nature, or 
the foibles or humours of our fellow-men, from 
degenerating into the heart-poison of contempt or 
hatred." To the beautiful females in Hogarth, 
which Mr. C. has pointed out, might be added, 
the frequent introduction of children (which 
Hogarth seems to have taken a particular delight 
in) into his pieces. They have a singular effect 
in giving tranquillity and a portion of their own 
innocence to the subject. The baby riding in 
its mother's lap in the March to Finchley (its 
careless innocent face placed directly behind 
the intriguing time - furrowed countenance of 
the treason - plotting French priest) perfectly 
sobers the whole of that tumultuous scene. 
The boy -mourner winding up his top with so 
much unpretending insensibility in the plate of 
the Harlofs Funeral (the only thing in that 
assembly that is not a hypocrite) quiets and 
soothes the mind that has been disturbed at 
the sight of so much depraved man and woman 
kind. 

I had written thus far, when I met with a 
passage in the writings of the late Mr. Barry, 
which, as it falls in with the vulgar notion 
respecting Hogarth, which this Essay has been 
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employed in combating, I shall take the liberty 
to transcribe, with such remarks as may suggest 
themselves to me in the transcription ; referring 
the reader for a full answer to that which has 
gone before. 

" Notwithstanding Hogarth's merit does undoubtedly entitle 
him to an honourable place among the artists, and that his little 
compositions, considered as so many dramatic representations, 
abounding with humour, character, and extensive observations 
on the various incidents of low, faulty, and vicious life, are 
very ingeniously brought together, and frequently tell their 
own story with more facility than is often found in many of 
the elevated and more noble inventions of Rafaelle, and other 
great men ; yet it must be honestly confessed, that in what 
is called knowledge of the figure, foreigners have justly 
observed, that Hogarth is often so raw and unformed, as 
hardly to deserve the name of an artist. But this capital 
defect is not often perceivable, as examples of the naked and 
of elevated nature but rarely occur in his subjects, which 
are for the most part filled with characters that in their 
nature tend to deformity ; besides, his figures are small, and 
the jonctures, and other difficulties of drawing that might 
occur in their limbs, are artfully concealed with their clothes, 
rags, etc. But what would atone for all his defects, even if 
they were twice told, is his admirable fund of invention, ever 
inexhaustible in its resources ; and his satyr, which is always 
sharp and pertinent, and often highly moral, was (except in a 
few instances, where he weakly and meanly suffered his integrity 
to give way to his envy) seldom or never employed in a 
dishonest or unmanly way. Hogarth has been often imitated 
in his satirical vein, sometimes in his humorous j but very few 
have attempted to rival him in his moral walk. The line of 
art pursued by my very ingenious predecessor and brother 
academician, Mr. Penny, is quite distinct from that of Hogarth, 
and is of a much more delicate and superior relish ; he attempts 
the heart, and reaches it, whilst Hogarth's general aim is only to 
shake the sides ; in other respects no comparison can be thought 
of, as Mr. Penny has all that knowledge of the figure and 
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academical skill, which the other wanted. As to Mr. Bunbury, 
who had so happily succeeded in the vein of humour and carica- 
ture, he has for some time past altogether relinquished it, for 
the more amiable pursuit of beautiful nature : this, indeed, is 
not to be wondered at, when we recollect that he has, in Mrs. 
Bunbury, so admirable an exemplar of the most finished grace 
and beauty continually at his elbow. But (to say all that occurs 
to me on this subject) perhaps it may be reasonably doubted, 
whether the being much conversant with Hogarth's method of 
exposing meanness, deformity, and vice, in many of his works, 
is not rather a dangerous, or, at least, a worthless pursuit ; 
which, if it does not find a false relish and a love of and search 
after satyr and buffoonery in the spectator, is at least not 
unlikely to give him one. Life is short ; and the little 
leisure of it is much better laid out upon that species of art 
which is employed about the amiable and the admirable, as it 
is more likely to be attended with better and nobler con- 
sequences to ourselves. These two pursuits in art may be 
compared with two sets of people with whom we might 
associate ; if we give ourselves up to the Foots, the Kenricks, 
etc., we shall be continually busied and paddling in whatever is 
ridiculous, faulty, and vicious in life ; whereas there are those to 
be found, with whom we should be in the constant pursuit and 
study of all that gives a value and a dignity to human nature." 
[Account of a Series of Pictures in the Great Room of the 
Society of Arts, Manufactures, and Commerce, at the Adelphi, 
by James Barry, R.A., Professor of Painting to the Royal 
Academy ; reprinted in the last quarto edition of his works.] 

it must be honestly confessed, that in what is called 



knowledge of the figure, foreigners have justly observed," etc. 

It is a secret well known to the professors of 
the art and mystery of criticism, to insist upon 
what they do not find in a man's works, and to 
pass over in silence what they do. That 
Hogarth did not draw the naked figure so well 
as Michael Angelo might be allowed, especially 
as " examples of the naked," as Mr. Barry 
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acknowledges, "rarely (he might almost have 
said never) occur in his subjects " ; and that his 
figures under their draperies do not discover all 
the fine graces of an Antinous or an Apollo, may 
be conceded likewise ; perhaps it was more 
suitable to his purpose to represent the average 
forms of mankind in the mediocrity (as Mr. 
Burke expresses it) of the age in which he lived : 
but that his figures in general, and in his best 
subjects, are so glaringly incorrect as is here 
insinuated, I dare trust my own eye so far as 
positively to deny the fact. And there is one 
part of the figure in which Hogarth is allowed 
to have excelled, which these foreigners seem to 
have overlooked, or perhaps calculating from its 
proportion to the whole (a seventh or an eighth, 
I forget which) deemed it of trifling importance ; 
I mean the human face ; a small part, reckoning 
by geographical inches, in the map of man's 
body, but here it is that the painter of expression 
must condense the wonders of his skill, even at 
the expense of neglecting the "jonctures and 
other difficulties of drawing in the limbs," which 
it must be a cold eye that in the interest so 
strongly demanded by Hogarth's countenances, 
has leisure to survey and censure. 

" The line of art pursued by my very ingenious predecessor 
and brother academician, Mr. Penny." 

The first impression caused in me by reading 
this passage, was an eager desire to know who 
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this Mr. Penny was. This great surpasser of 
Hogarth in the " delicacy of his relish," and the 
" line which he pursued," where is he, what are 
his works, what has he to shew ? In vain I 
tried to recollect, till by happily putting the 
question to a friend who is more conversant in 
the works of the illustrious obscure than myself, 
I learned that he was the painter of a Death of 
Wolfe which missed the prize the year that the 
celebrated picture of West on the same subject 
obtained it ; that he also made a picture of the 
Marquis of Granby relieving a Sick Soldier ; more- 
over, that he was the inventor of two pictures of 
Suspended and Restored Animation, which I now 
remember to have seen in the Exhibition some 
years since, and the prints from which are still 
extant in good men's houses. This then I 
suppose is the line of subjects in which Mr. 
Penny was so much superior to Hogarth. I 
confess I am not of that opinion. The relieving 
of poverty by the purse, and the restoring a 
young man to his parents by using the methods 
prescribed by the Humane Society, are doubt- 
less very amiable subjects, pretty things to teach 
the first rudiments of humanity ; they amount 
to about as much instruction as the stories of 
good boys that give away their custards to poor 
beggar-boys in children's books. But, good 
God ! is this milk for babes to be set up in 
opposition to Hogarth's moral scenes, his strong 
meat for men ? As well might we prefer the 
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fulsome verses upon their own goodness, to 
which the gentlemen of the Literary Fund 
annually sit still with such shameless patience to 
listen, to the satires of Juvenal and Persius ; 
because the former are full of tender images 
of Worth relieved by Charity, and Charity 
stretching out her hand to rescue sinking Genius, 
and the theme of the latter is men's crimes and 
follies with their black consequences — forgetful 
meanwhile of those strains of moral pathos, those 
sublime heart-touches, which these poets (in them 
chiefly shewing themselves poets) are perpetually 
darting across the otherwise appalling gloom of 
their subject — consolatory remembrancers, when 
their pictures of guilty mankind have made us 
even to despair for our species, that there is such 
a thing as virtue and moral dignity in the world, 
that her unquenchable spark is not utterly out — 
refreshing admonitions, to which we turn for 
shelter from the too great heat and asperity of 
the general satire. 

And is there nothing analogous to this in 
Hogarth ? nothing which " attempts and reaches 
the heart " ? — no aim beyond that of " shaking 
the sides " ?— If the kneeling ministering female 
in the last scene of the Rake's Progress, the 
Bedlam scene, of which I have spoken before, 
and have dared almost to parallel it with the 
most absolute idea of Virtue which Shakspeare 
has left us, be not enough to disprove the 
assertion ; if the sad endings of the Harlot and 
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the Rake, the passionate heart-bleeding entreaties 
for forgiveness which the adulterous wife is 
pouring forth to her assassinated and dying lord 
in the last scene but one of the Marriage Alamode, 
— if these be not things to touch the heart, and 
dispose the mind to a meditative tenderness : is 
there nothing sweetly conciliatory in the mild, 
patient face and gesture with which the wife 
seems to allay and ventilate the feverish, irritated 
feelings of her poor, poverty-distracted mate (the 
true copy of the genus irritabile) in the print of 
the Distrest Poet? or if an image of maternal 
love be required, where shall we find a sublimer 
view of it than in that aged woman in Industry 
and Idleness (plate V.) who is clinging with the 
fondness of hope not quite extinguished to her 
brutal, vice-hardened child, whom she is accom- 
panying to the ship which is to bear him away 
from his native soil, of which he has been 
adjudged unworthy : in whose shocking face 
every trace of the human countenance seems 
obliterated, and a brute beast's to be left instead, 
shocking and repulsive to all but her who 
watched over it in its cradle before it was so 
sadly altered, and feels it must belong to her 
while a pulse by the vindictive laws of his 
country shall be suffered to continue to beat in 
it. Compared with such things, what is Mr. 
Penny's "knowledge of the figure and academical 
skill which Hogarth wanted " ? 

With respect to what follows concerning 
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another gentleman, with the congratulations to 
him on his escape out of the regions of "humour 
and caricatura," in which it appears he was in 
danger of travelling side by side with Hogarth, 
I can only congratulate my country that Mrs. 
Hogarth knew her province better than by 
disturbing her husband at his pallette to divert 
him from that universality of subject, which has 
stamped him perhaps, next to Shakspeare, the 
most inventive genius which this island has 
produced, into the " amiable pursuit of beautiful 
nature," i.e. copying ad infinitum the individual 
charms and graces of Mrs. H . 

" Hogarth's method of exposing meanness, deformity, and 
vice, paddling in whatever is ridiculous, faulty, and vicious." 

A person unacquainted with the works thus 
stigmatised, would be apt to imagine that in 
Hogarth there was nothing else to be found but 
subjects of the coarsest and most repulsive nature. 
That his imagination was naturally unsweet, and 
that he delighted in raking into every species of 
moral filth. That he preyed upon sore places 
only, and took a pleasure in exposing the un- 
sound and rotten parts of human nature ; — 
whereas, with the exception of some of the 
plates of the Harlot's Progress, which are harder 
in their character than any of the rest of his 
productions (the Stages of Cruelty I omit as mere 
worthless caricaturas, foreign to his general 
habits, the offspring of his fancy in some way- 
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ward humour), there is scarce one of his pieces 
where vice is most strongly satirised, in which 
some figure is not introduced upon which the 
moral eye may rest satisfied ; a face that indicates 
goodness, or perhaps mere good humouredness 
and carelessness of mind (negation of evil) only, 
yet enough to give a relaxation to the frowning 
brow of satire, and keep the general air from 
tainting. Take the mild, supplicating posture 
of patient Poverty in the poor woman that is 
persuading the pawnbroker to accept her clothes 
in pledge, in the plate of Gin Lane, for an 
instance. A little does it, a little of the good 
nature overpowers a world of bad. One cordial, 
honest laugh of a Tom Jones absolutely clears 
the atmosphere that was reeking with the black, 
putrifying breathings of a hypocrite Blifil. One 
homely, expostulating shrug from Strap warms 
the whole air which the suggestions of a gentle- 
manly ingratitude from his friend Random had 
begun to freeze. One " Lord bless us ! " of 
Parson Adams upon the wickedness of the 
times, exorcises and purges off the mass of 
iniquity which the world-knowledge of even a 
Fielding could cull out and rake together. But 
of the severer class of Hogarth's performances, 
enough, I trust, has been said to shew that they 
do not merely shock and repulse ; that there is 
in them the " scorn of vice " and the " pity " 
too ; something to touch the heart, and keep 
alive the sense of moral beauty ; the " lacrymse 
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rerum," and the sorrowing by which the heart 
is made better. If they be bad things, then is 
satire and tragedy a bad thing ; let us proclaim 
at once an age of gold, and sink the existence 
of vice and misery in our speculations ; let us 

wink, and shut our apprehensions up 

From common sense of what men were and are : 

let US make believe with the children that every- 
body is good and happy ; and, with Dr. Swift, 
write panegyrics upon the world. 

But that larger half of Hogarth's works 
which were painted more for entertainment 
than instruction (though such was the sug- 
gestiveness of his mind, that there is always 
something to be learned from them) his 
humorous scenes, — are they such as merely to 
disgust and set us against our species ? 

The confident assertions of such a man as 
I consider the late Mr. Barry to have been, 
have that weight of authority in them which 
staggers, at first hearing, even a long, pre- 
conceived opinion. When I read his pathetic 
admonition concerning the shortness of life, and 
how much better the little leisure of it were laid 
out upon " that species of art which is employed 
about the amiable and the admirable " ; and 
Hogarth's " method " proscribed as a " danger- 
ous or worthless pursuit," I began to think there 
was something in it ; that I might have been 
indulging all my life a passion for the works of 
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this artist, to the utter prejudice of my taste and 
moral sense ; but my first convictions gradually 
returned, a world of good-natured English faces 
came up one by one to my recollection, and a 
glance at the matchless Election Entertainment, 
which I have the happiness to have hanging up 
in my parlour, subverted Mr. Barry's whole 
theory in an instant. 

In that inimitable print (which in my 
judgment as far exceeds the more known, and 
celebrated March to Finchley, as the best comedy 
exceeds the best farce that ever was written) 
let a person look till he be saturated, and when 
he is done wondering at the inventiveness of 
genius which could bring so many characters 
(more than thirty distinct classes of face) into 
a room, and set them down at table together, 
or otherwise dispose them about, in so natural 
a manner, engage them in so many easy sets 
and occupations, yet all partaking of the spirit 
of the occasion which brought them together, 
so that we feel that nothing but an election 
time could have assembled them ; having no 
central figure or principal group (for the hero 
of the piece, the Candidate, is properly set aside 
in the levelling indistinction of the day, one 
must look for him to find him), nothing to 
detain the eye from passing from part to part, 
where every part is alike instinct with life, — 
for here are no furniture - faces, no figures 
brought in to fill up the scene like stage 
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choruses, but all dramatis perjona : when he 
shall have done wondering at all these faces so 
strongly charactered, yet finished with the ac- 
curacy of the finest miniature ; when he shall 
have done admiring the numberless appendages 
of the scene, those gratuitous doles which rich 
genius flings into the heap when it has already 
done enough, the over-measure which it delights 
in giving, as if it felt its stores were exhaustless ; 
the dumb rhetoric of the scenery — for tables, 
and chairs, and joint-stools in Hogarth are living 
and significant things ; the witticisms that are 
expressed by words (all artists but Hogarth have 
failed when they have endeavoured to combine 
two mediums of expression, and have introduced 
words into their pictures), and the unwritten 
numberless little allusive pleasantries that are 
scattered about ; the work that is going on in 
the scene, and beyond it, as is made visible to 
the " eye of mind," by the mob which chokes 
up the doorway, and the sword that has forced 
an entrance before its master : when he shall 
have sufficiently admired this wealth of genius, 
let him fairly say what is the resu/t left on his 
mind. Is it an impression of the vileness and 
worthlessness of his species ? or is not the 
general feeling which remains, after the indi- 
vidual faces have ceased to act sensibly on his 
mind, a kindly one in favour of his species ? was 
not the general air of the scene wholesome ? did 
it do the heart hurt to be among it ? Some- 
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thing of a riotous spirit to be sure is there, 
some worldly-mindedness in some of the faces, 
a Doddingtonian smoothness which does not 
promise any superfluous degree of sincerity in 
the fine gentleman who has been the occasion 
of calling so much good company together : 
but is not the general cast of expression in the 
faces, of the good sort ? do they not seem cut 
out of the good old rock, substantial English 
honesty ? would one fear treachery among char- 
acters of their expression ? or shall we call their 
honest mirth and seldom- returning relaxation 
by the hard names of vice and profligacy ? 
That poor country fellow, that is grasping his 
staff (which, from that difficulty of feeling 
themselves at home which poor men experience 
at a feast, he has never parted with since he 
came into the room), and is enjoying with a 
relish that seems to fill all the capacities of his 
soul the slender joke which that facetious wag, 
his neighbour, is practising upon the gouty 
gentleman, whose eyes the effort to suppress 
pain has made as round as rings — does it shock 
the " dignity of human nature " to look at that 
man, and to sympathise with him in the seldom- 
heard joke which has unbent his careworn, hard- 
working visage, and drawn iron smiles from it ? 
or with that full-hearted cobbler, who is honour- 
ing with the grasp of an honest fist the unused 
palm of that annoyed patrician, whom the license 
of the time has seated next him. 
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I can see nothing " dangerous " in the con- 
templation of such scenes as this, or the Enraged 
Musician, or the Southwark Fair, or twenty other 
pleasant prints which come crowding in upon 
my recollection, in which the restless activities, 
the diversified bents and humours, the blameless 
peculiarities of men, as they deserve to be called, 
rather than their " vices and follies," are held up 
in a laughable point of view. All laughter is 
not of a dangerous or soul-hardening tendency. 
There is the petrifying sneer of a demon which 
excludes and kills Love, and there is the cordial 
laughter of a man which implies and cherishes 
it. What heart was ever made the worse by 
joining in a hearty laugh at the simplicities of 
Sir Hugh Evans or Parson Adams, where a sense 
of the ridiculous mutually kindles and is kindled 
by a perception of the amiable ? That tumultu- 
ous harmony of singers that are roaring out the 
words, " The world shall bow to the Assyrian 
throne," from the opera of Judith, in the third 
plate of the series, called the Four Groups of 
Heads ; which the quick eye of Hogarth must 
have struck off in the very infancy of the rage 
for sacred oratorios in this country, while 
" Music yet was young " ; when we have done 
smiling at the deafening distortions, which these 
tearers of devotion to rags and tatters, these 
takers of Heaven by storm, in their boisterous 
mimicry of the occupation of angels, are making, 
— what unkindly impression is left behind, or 
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what more of harsh or contemptuous feeling, 
than when we quietly leave Uncle Toby and 
Mr. Shandy riding their hobby-horses about 
the room ? The conceited, long-backed Sign- 
painter, that with all the self-applause of a 
Raphael or Corregio (the twist of body which 
his conceit has thrown him into has something 
of the Corregiesque in it) is contemplating the 
picture of a bottle which he is drawing from an 
actual bottle that hangs beside him, in the print 
of Beer Street, — while we smile at the enormity 
of the self-delusion, can we help loving the 
good humour and self-complacency of the 
fellow ? would we willingly wake him from his 
dream ? 

I say not that all the ridiculous subjects of 
Hogarth have necessarily something in them to 
make us like them ; some are indifferent to us, 
some in their natures repulsive, and only made 
interesting by the wonderful skill and truth to 
nature in the painter ; but I contend that there 
is in most of them that sprinkling of the better 
nature, which, like holy water, chases away and 
disperses the contagion of the bad. They have 
this in them besides, that they bring us 
acquainted with the every-day human face, — 
they give us skill to detect those gradations of 
sense and virtue (which escape the careless 
or fastidious observer) in the countenances 
of the world about us ; and prevent that 
disgust at common life, that tcedium quotidianarum 
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formarum, which an unrestricted passion for 
ideal forms and beauties is in danger of pro- 
ducing. In this, as in many other things, they 
are analogous to the best novels of Smollett 
or Fielding. 
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ON THE POETICAL WORKS OF 
GEORGE WITHER 

The poems of G. Wither are distinguished by 
a hearty homeliness of manner, and a plain 
moral speaking. He seems to have passed his 
life in one continued act of an innocent self- 
pleasing. That which he calls his Motto is a 
continued self-eulogy of two thousand lines, yet 
we read it to the end without any feeling of 
distaste, almost without a consciousness that we 
have been listening all the while to a man 
praising himself. There are none of the cold 
particles in it, the hardness and self-ends which 
render vanity and egotism hateful. He seems to 
be praising another person, under the mask of 
self; or rather we feel that it was indifferent to 
him where he found the virtue which he 
celebrates ; whether another's bosom, or his 
own, were its chosen receptacle. His poems 
are full, and this in particular is one downright 
confession, of a generous self-seeking. But by 
self he sometimes means a great deal, — his 
friends, his principles, his country, the human 
race, 
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Whoever expects to find in the satirical pieces 
of this writer any of those peculiarities which 
pleased him in the satires of Dryden or Pope, 
will be grievously disappointed. Here are no 
high-finished characters, no nice traits of in- 
dividual nature, few or no personalities. The 
game run down is coarse general vice, or folly 
as it appears in classes. A liar, a drunkard, a 
coxcomb, is stript and ivhipt ; no Shaftesbury, no 
Villiers, or Wharton, is curiously anatomised, 
and read upon. But to a well-natured mind 
there is a charm of moral sensibility running 
through them which amply compensates the 
want of those luxuries. Wither seems every- 
where bursting with a love of goodness, and a 
hatred of all low and base actions. At this day 
it is hard to discover what parts in the poem 
here particularly alluded to. Abuses Stript and 
Whipt, could have occasioned the imprisonment 
of the author. Was Vice in High Places more 
suspicious than now ? had she more power ? or 
more leisure to listen after ill reports ? That a 
man should be convicted of a libel when he 
named no names but Hate, and Envy, and Lust, 
and Avarice, is like one of the indictments in 
the Pilgrim'' s Progress, where Faithful is arraigned 
for having " railed on our noble Prince Beelze- 
bub, and spoken contemptibly of his honourable 
friends, the Lord Old Man, the Lord Carnal 
Delight, and the Lord Luxurious." What 
unlucky jealousy could have tempted the great 
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men of those days to appropriate such innocent 
abstractions to themselves ? 

Wither seems to have contemplated to a 
degree of idolatry his own possible virtue. He 
is for ever anticipating persecution and martyr- 
dom ; fingering, as it were, the flames, to try 
how he can bear them. Perhaps his premature 
defiance sometimes made him obnoxious to cen- 
sures, which he would otherwise have slipped by. 

The homely versification of these Satires is 
not likely to attract in the present day. It is 
certainly not such as we should expect from a 
poet " soaring in the high region of his fancies 
with his garland and his singing robes about 
him ; " ^ nor is it such as he has shewn in his 
Philarete, and in some parts of his Shepherds Hunt- 
ing. He seems to have adopted this dress with 
voluntary humility, as fittest for a moral teacher, 
as our divines choose sober gray or black ; but 
in their humility consists their sweetness. The 
deepest tone of moral feeling in them (though 
all throughout is weighty, earnest and passionate) 
is in those pathetic injunctions against shedding 
of blood in quarrels, in the chapter entitled 
Revenge. The story of his own forbearance, 
which follows, is highly interesting. While the 
Christian sings his own victory over Anger, the 
Man of Courage cannot help peeping out to let 
you know, that it was some higher principle 
than fear which counselled this forbearance. 

1 Milton. 
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Whether encaged, or roaming at liberty. 
Wither never seems to have abated a jot of that 
free spirit, which sets its mark upon his writings, 
as much as a predominant feature of independ- 
ence impresses every page of our late glorious 
Burns ; but the elder poet wraps his proof-armour 
closer about him, the other wears his too much 
outwards ; he is thinking too much of annoying 
the foe, to be quite easy within ; the spiritual 
defences of Wither are a perpetual source of 
inward sunshine, the magnanimity of the modern 
is not without its alloy of soreness, and a sense 
of injustice, which seems perpetually to gall and 
irritate. Wither was better skilled in the " sweet 
uses of adversity," he knew how to extract the 
"precious jewel" from the head of the "toad," 
without drawing any of the "ugly venom" along 
with it. The prison notes of Wither are finer 
than the wood notes of most of his poetical 
brethren. The description in the Fourth 
Eglogue of his Shepherds Hunting (which was 
composed during his imprisonment in the 
Marshalsea) of the power of the Muse to extract 
pleasure from common objects, has been oftener 
quoted, and is more known, than any part of his 
writings. Indeed the whole Eglogue is in a 
strain so much above not only what himself, but 
almost what any other poet has written, that he 
himself could not help noticing it ; he remarks, 
that his spirits had been raised higher than they 
were wont " through the love of poesy." The 
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praises of Poetry have been often sung in ancient 
and in modern times ; strange powers have been 
ascribed to it of influence over animate and in- 
animate auditors ; its force over fascinated crowds 
has been acknowledged ; but, before Wither, no 
one ever celebrated its power at home, the wealth 
and the strength which this divine gift confers 
upon its possessor. Fame, and that too after 
death, was all which hitherto the poets had 
promised themselves from their art. It seems to 
have been left to Wither to discover that poetry 
was a present possession, as well as a rich re- 
version ; and that the Muse had promise of both 
lives, of this, and of that which was to come. 

The Mistress ofPhilarete is in substance a pane- 
gyric protracted through several thousand lines 
in the mouth of a single speaker, but diversified, 
so as to produce an almost dramatic effect, by 
the artful introduction of some ladies, who are 
rather auditors than interlocutors in the scene ; 
and of a boy, whose singing furnishes pretence 
for an occasional change of metre : though the 
seven syllable line, in which the main part of it 
is written, is that in which Wither has shewn 
himself so great a master, that I do not know 
that I am always thankful to him for the 
exchange. 

Wither has chosen to bestow upon the lady 
whom he commends, the name of Arete, or 
Virtue ; and, assuming to himself the character 
of Philarete, or Lover of Virtue, there is a sort 
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of propriety in that heaped measure of perfections, 
which he attributes to this partly real, partly 
allegorical, personage. Drayton before him had 
shadowed his mistress under the name of Idea, 
or Perfect Pattern, and some of the old Italian 
love-strains are couched in such religious terms 
as to make it doubtful, whether it be a mistress, 
or Divine Grace, which the poet is addressing. 

In this poem (full of beauties) there are two 
passages of pre-eminent merit. The first is 
where the lover, after a flight of rapturous 
commendation, expresses his wonder why all 
men that are about his mistress, even to her very 
servants, do not view her with the same eyes 
that he does. 

Sometime I do admire 
All men burn not with desire : 
Nay, I muse her servants are not 
Pleading love ; but O ! they dare not. 
And I therefore wonder, why 
They do not grow sick and die. 
Sure they would do so, but that, 
By the ordinance of fate, 
There is some concealed thing. 
So each gazer limiting. 
He can see no more of merit. 
Than beseems his worth and spirit. 
For in her a grace there shines. 
That o'er-daring thoughts confines. 
Making worthless men despair 
To be loved of one so fair. 
Yea, the destinies agree. 
Some good judgments blind should be. 
And not gain the power of knowing 
Those rare beauties in her growing. 
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Reason doth as much imply : 
For, if every judging eye. 
Which beholdeth her, should there 
Find what excellencies are, 
All, o'ercome by those perfections. 
Would be captive to affections. 
So, in happiness unblest, 
She for lovers should not rest. 

The other is, where he has been comparing 
her beauties to gold, and stars, and the most 
excellent things in nature ; and, fearing to be 
accused of hyperbole, the common charge against 
poets, vindicates himself by boldly taking upon 
him, that these comparisons are no hyperboles ; but 
that the best things in nature do, in a lover's eye, 
fall short of those excellencies which he adores 
in her. 

What pearls, w^hat rubies can 
Seem so lovely fair to man. 
As her lips w^hom he doth love. 
When in sweet discourse they move. 
Or her lovelier teeth, the while 
She doth bless him with a smile ? 
Stars indeed fair creatures be ; 
Yet amongst us where is he 
Joys not more the whilst he lies 
Sunning in his mistress' eyes. 
Than in all the glimmering light 
Of a starry winter's night ? 

Note the beauty of an eye 

And if aught you praise it by 
Leave such passion in your mind, 
Let my reason's eye be blind. 
Mark if ever red or white 
Anywhere gave such delight. 
As when they have taken place 
In a worthy woman's face. 
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I must praise her as I may, 
Which I do mine own rude way, 
Sometime setting forth her glories 
By unheard of allegories etc. 

To the measure in which these lines are 
written, the wits of Queen Anne's jdays con- 
temptuously gave the name of Namby Pamby, in 
ridicule of Ambrose Philips, who has used it in 
some instances, as in the lines on Cuzzoni, to 
my feeling at least, very deliciously ; but Wither, 
whose darling measure it seems to have been, 
may shew, that in skilful hands it is capable of 
expressing the subtilest movements of passion. 
So true it is, which Drayton seems to have felt, 
that it is the poet who modifies the metre, not 
the metre the poet ; in his own words, that 

It's possible to climb ; 
To kindle, or to slake ; 

Altho' in Skelton's rhime.^ 



1 A long line is a line we are long repeating. In the Bhef herds 
Hunting take the following — 

If thy verse doth bravely tower, 
As she makes wing, she gets power ; 
Yet the higher she doth soar. 
She's affronted still the more, 
'Till she to the high'st hath past, 
Then she rests with fame at last. 

What longer measure can go beyond the majesty of this ! what 
Alexandrine is half so long in pronouncing, or expresses labour 
slowly but strongly surmounting difficulty with the life with which it 
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is done in the second of these lines ? or what metre could go 
beyond these, from Philarete — 

Her true beauty leaves behind 
Apprehensions in my mind 
Of more sweetness, than all art 
Or inventions can impart. 
Thoughts too deep to be express' d. 
And too strong to be suppressed. 
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To the Editor of the Reflector 

Mr. Reflector — I was born under the shadow 
of St. Dunstan's steeple, just where the conflux 
of the eastern and western inhabitants of this 
twofold city meet and jostle in friendly opposition 
at Temple Bar. The same day which gave me 
to the world, saw London happy in the celebra- 
tion of her great annual feast. This I cannot 
help looking upon as a lively omen of the future 
great good -will which I was destined to bear 
toward the city, resembling in kind that solici- 
tude which every Chief Magistrate is supposed 
to feel for whatever concerns her interests and 
well-being. Indeed I consider myself in some 
sort a speculative Lord Mayor of London : for 
though circumstances unhappily preclude me 
from the hope of ever arriving at the dignity of 
a gold chain and Spital Sermon, yet thus much 
will I say of myself in truth, that Whittington 
with his Cat (just emblem of vigilance and a 
furred gown) never went beyond me in affection, 
which I bear to the citizens. 
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I was born, as you have heard, in a crowd. 
This has begot in me an entire affection for that 
way of life, amounting to an almost insurmount- 
able aversion from solitude and rural scenes. 
This aversion was never interrupted or suspended, 
except for a few years in the younger part of 
my life, during a period in which I had set 
my affections upon a charming young woman. 
Every man while the passion is upon him, is for 
a time at least addicted to groves and meadows 
and purling streams. During this short period 
of my existence, I contracted just familiarity 
enough with rural objects to understand tolerably 
well ever after the poets, when they declaim in 
such passionate terms in favour of a country life. 

For my own part, now the fit is past, I have 
no hesitation in declaring, that a mob of happy 
faces crowding up at the pit door of Drury Lane 
Theatre, just at the hour of six, gives me ten 
thousand sincerer pleasures, than I could ever 
receive from all the flocks of silly sheep that 
ever whitened the plains of Arcadia or Epsom 
Downs. 

This passion for crowds is nowhere feasted so 
full as in London. The man must have a rare 
recipe for melancholy, who can be dull in Fleet 
Street. I am naturally inclined to hypochondria, 
but in London it vanishes, like all other ills. 
Often, when I have felt a weariness or distaste 
at home, have I rushed out into her crowded 
Strand, and fed my humour, till tears have wetted 
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my cheek for unutterable sympathies with the 
multitudinous moving picture, which she never 
fails to present at all hours, like the scenes of a 
shifting pantomime. 

The very deformities of London, which give 
distaste to others, from habit do not displease 
me. The endless succession of shops where 
Fancy mis-called Folly is supplied with perpetual 
gauds and toys, excite in me no puritanical 
aversion. I gladly behold every appetite supplied 
with its proper food. The obliging customer, 
and the obliged tradesman — things which live by 
bowing, and things which exist but for homage 
— do not affect me with disgust ; from habit I 
perceive nothing but urbanity, where other 
men, more refined, discover meanness : I love 
the very smoke of London, because it has been 
the medium most familiar to my vision. I see 
grand principles of honour at work in the dirty 
ring which encompasses two combatants with 
fists, and principles of no less eternal justice in 
the detection of a pick-pocket. The salutary 
astonishment with which an execution is sur- 
veyed, convinces me more forcibly than a hundred 
volumes of abstract polity, that the universal 
instinct of man in all ages has leaned to order 
and good government. 

Thus an art of extracting morality from the 
commonest incidents of a town life, is attained 
by the same well-natured alchemy, with which 
the Foresters of Arden, in a beautiful country, 
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Found tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything. 

Where has spleen her food but in London ? 
Humour, Interest, Curiosity, suck at her measure- 
less breasts without a possibility of being satiated. 
Nursed amid her noise, her crowds, her beloved 
smoke, what have I been doing all my life, if I 
have not lent out my heart with usury to such 
scenes ! — I am. Sir, your faithful servant, 

A Londoner. 
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ON BURIAL SOCIETIES ; AND THE 
CHARACTER OF AN UNDERTAKER 

To the Editor of the Reflector 

Mr. Reflector — I was amused the other day 
with having the following notice thrust into my 
hand by a man who gives out bills at the corner 
of Fleet Market. Whether he saw any prog- 
nostics about me, that made him judge such a 
notice seasonable, I cannot say ; I might perhaps 
carry in a countenance (naturally not very florid) 
traces of a fever which had not long left me. 
Those fellows have a good instinctive way of 
guessing at the sort of people that are likeliest 
to pay attention to their papers. 



"Burial Society 

" A favourable opportunity now offers to any 
person, of either sex, who would wish to be 
buried in a genteel manner, by paying one shilling 
entrance, and twopence per week for the benefit 
of the stock. Members to be free in six months. 
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The money to be paid at Mr. Middleton's, at 
the sign of the First and the Last, Stonecutter's 
Street, Fleet Market. The deceased to be fur- 
nished as follows : — A strong elm coffin, covered 
with superfine black, and finished with two 
rows, all round, close drove, best japanned nails, 
and adorned with ornamental drops, a handsome 
plate of inscription. Angel above, and Flower 
beneath, and four pair of handsome handles, with 
wrought gripes ; the coffin to be well pitched, 
lined, and ruffled with fine crape ; a handsome 
crape shroud, cap, and pillow. For use, a hand- 
some velvet pall, three gentlemen's cloaks, three 
crape hatbands, three hoods and scarfs, and six 
pair of gloves ; two porters equipped to attend 
the funeral, a man to attend the same with band 
and gloves ; also, the burial fees paid, if not 
exceeding one guinea." 

" Man," says Sir Thomas Browne, "is a noble 
animal, splendid in ashes, and pompous in the 
grave." Whoever drew up this little advertise- 
ment, certainly understood this appetite in the 
species, and has made abundant provision for it. 
It really almost induces a tcedium vitce upon one 
to read it. Methinks I could be willing to die, 
in death to be so attended. The two rows all 
round close-drove best black japanned nails, — - 
how feelingly do they invite and almost irresistibly 
persuade us to come and be fastened down ! 
what aching head can resist the temptation to 
repose, which the crape shroud, the cap, and the 

153 



ON BURIAL SOCIETIES ; AND THE 

pillow present ? what sting is there in death, 
which the handles with wrought gripes are not 
calculated to pluck away ? what victory in the 
grave, which the drops and the velvet pall do 
not render at least extremely disputable ? but 
above all, the pretty emblematic plate with the 
Angel above and the Flower beneath, takes me 
mightily. 

The notice goes on to inform us, that though 
the society has been established but a very few 
years, upwards of eleven hundred persons have 
put down their names. It is really an affecting 
consideration to think of so many poor people, 
of the industrious and hard-working class (for 
none but such would be possessed of such a 
generous forethought) clubbing their twopences 
to save the reproach of a parish funeral. Many 
a poor fellow, I dare sware, has that Angel and 
Flower kept from the Angel and Punchbowl^ 
while, to provide himself a bier, he has curtailed 
himself of beer. Many a savoury morsel has 
the living body been deprived of, that the lifeless 
one might be served up in a richer state to the 
worms. And sure, if the body could understand 
the actions of the soul, and entertain generous 
notions of things, it would thank its provident 
partner, that she had been more solicitous . to 
defend it from dishonours at its dissolution, than 
careful to pamper it with good things in the 
time of its union. If Cssar were chiefly anxious 
at his death how he might die most decently, 
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every Burial Society may be considered as a club 
of Cssars. 

Nothing tends to keep up, in the imaginations 
of the poorer sort of people, a generous horror 
of the workhouse more than the manner in 
which pauper funerals are conducted in this 
metropolis. The coffin nothing but a few naked 
planks, coarsely put together, — the want of a 
pall (that decent and well-imagined veil, which, 
hiding the coffin that hides the body, keeps that 
which would shock us at two removes from us), 
the coloured coats of the men that are hired, at 
cheap rates, to carry the body, — altogether give 
the notion of the deceased having been some 
person of an ill-life and conversation, some one 
who may not claim the entire rites of Christian 
burial, — one by whom some parts of the sacred 
ceremony would be desecrated if they should be 
bestowed upon him. I meet these meagre pro- 
cessions sometimes in the street. They are sure 
to make me out of humour and melancholy all the 
day after. They have a harsh and ominous aspect. 

If there is anything in the prospectus issued 
from Mr. Middleton's, Stonecutter's Street, which 
pleases me less than the rest, it is to find that 
the six pair of gloves are to be returned, that they 
are only lent, or, as the bill expresses it, for use, 
on the occasion. The hood, scarfs, and hatbands, 
may properly enough be given up after the 
solemnity : the cloaks no gentleman would think 
of keeping ; but a pair of gloves, once fitted on, 
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ought not in courtesy to be re-demanded. The 
wearer should certainly have the fee-simple of 
them. The cost would be but trifling, and they 
would be a proper memorial of the day. This 
part of the Proposal wants reconsidering. It is 
not conceived in the same liberal way of thinking 
as the rest. I am also a little doubtful whether 
the limit, within which the burial fee is made 
payable, should not be extended to thirty 
shillings. 

Some provision too ought undoubtedly to be 
made in favour of those well-intentioned persons 
and well-wishers to the fund, who, having all 
along paid their subscriptions regularly, are so 
unfortunate as to die before the six months, 
which would entitle them to their freedom, are 
quite completed. One can hardly imagine a 
more distressing case than that of a poor fellow 
lingering on in a consumption till the period of 
his freedom is almost in sight, and then finding 
himself going with a velocity which makes it 
doubtful whether he shall be entitled to his 
funeral honours : his quota to which he never- 
theless squeezes out, to the diminution of the 
comforts which sickness demands. I think, in 
such cases, some of the contribution -money 
ought to revert. With some such modifications, 
which might easily be introduced, I see nothing 
in these Proposals of Mr. Middleton which is 
not strictly fair and genteel ; and heartily 
recommend them to all persons of moderate 
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incomes, in either sex, who are willing that this 
perishable part of them should quit the scene of 
its mortal activities, with as handsome circum- 
stances as possible. 

Before I quit the subject, I must guard my 
readers against a scandal, which they may be 
apt to take at the place whence these Proposals 
purport to be issued. From the sign of the 
First and the Last, they may conclude that Mr. 
Middleton is some publican, who, in assembling 
a club of this description at his house, may have 
a sinister end of his own, altogether foreign to 
the solemn purpose for which the club is 
pretended to be instituted. I must set them 
right by informing them that the issuer of these 
Proposals is no publican, though he hangs out 
a sign, but an honest superintendent of funerals, 
who, by the device of a Cradle and a Coffin, 
connecting both ends of human existence 
together, has most ingeniously contrived to 
insinuate, that the framers of tht^e. Jirst and last 
receptacles of mankind divide this our life 
betwixt them, and that all that passes from the 
midwife to the undertaker may, in strict pro- 
priety, go for nothing : an awful and instructive 
lesson to human vanity. 

Looking over some papers lately that fell 
into my hands by chance, and appear to have 
been written about the beginning of the last 
century, I stumbled, among the rest, upon the 
following short Essay, which the writer calls 
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" The Character of an Undertaker ^ It is written 
with some stiffness and peculiarities of style, but 
some parts of it, I think, not unaptly characterise 
the profession to which Mr. Middleton has the 
honour to belong. The writer doubtless had 
in his mind the entertaining character of Sable, 
in Steele's excellent comedy of the Funeral. 

Character of an Undertaker 

" He is master of the ceremonies at burials 
and mourning assemblies, grand marshal at 
funeral processions, the only true yeoman of the 
body, over which he exercises a dictatorial 
authority from the moment that the breath has 
taken leave to that of its final commitment to 
the earth. His ministry begins where the 
physician's, the lawyer's, and the divine's, end. 
Or if some part of the functions of the latter 
run parallel with his, it is only in ordine 
ad spiritualta. His temporalities remain un- 
questioned. He is arbitrator of all questions of 
honour which may concern the defunct ; and 
upon slight inspection will pronounce how long 
he may remain in this upper world with credit 
to himself, and when it will be prudent for his 
reputation that he should retire. His determina- 
tion in these points is peremptory and without 
appeal. Yet, with a modesty peculiar to his 
profession, he meddles not out of his own sphere. 
With the good or bad actions of the deceased in 
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his lifetime he has nothing to do. He leaves 
the friends of the dead man to form their own 
conjectures as to the place to which the departed 
spirit is gone. His care is only about the exuviae. 
He concerns not himself even about the body, as it 
is a structure of parts internal, and a wonderful 
microcosm. He leaves such curious speculations 
to the anatomy professor. Or, if anything, he is 
averse to such wanton inquiries, as delighting 
rather that the parts which he has care of should 
be returned to their kindred dust in as handsome 
and unmutilated condition as possible ; that the 
grave should have its full and unimpaired tribute, 
— a complete and just carcase. Nor is he only 
careful to provide for the body's entireness, 
but for its accommodation and ornament. He 
orders the fashion of its clothes, and designs the 
symmetry of its dwelling. Its vanity has an 
innocent survival in him. He is bed-maker to 
the dead. The pillows which he lays never 
rumple. The day of interment is the theatre in 
which he displays the mysteries of his art. It 
is hard to describe what he is, or rather to tell 
what he is not, on that day : for, being neither 
kinsman, servant, nor friend, he is all in turns ; 
a transcendant, running through all those rela- 
tions. His office is to supply the place of 
self-agency in the family, who are presumed 
incapable of it through grief. He is eyes, and 
ears, and hands, to the whole household. A 
draught of wine cannot go round to the mourners, 
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but he must minister it. A chair may hardly 
be restored to its place by a less solemn hand than 
his. He takes upon himself all functions, and is 
a sort of ephemeral major-domo ! Redistributes 
his attentions among the company assembled 
according to the degree of affliction, which he 
calculates from the degree of kin to the de- 
ceased ; and marshals them accordingly in the 
procession. He himself is of a sad and tristful 
countenance ; yet such as (if well examined) is 
not without some show of patience and resigna- 
tion at bottom : prefiguring, as it were, to the 
friends of the deceased, what their grief shall be 
when the hand of Time shall have softened and 
taken down the bitterness of their first anguish ; 
so handsomely can he fore-shape and anticipate 
the work of Time. Lastly, with his wand, as 
with another divining rod, he calculates the 
depth of earth at which the bones of the dead 
man may rest, which he ordinarily contrives may 
be at such a distance from the surface of this 
earth, as may frustrate the profane attempts of 
such as would violate his repose, yet sufficiently 
on this side the centre to give his friends hopes 
of an easy and practicable resurrection. And here 
we leave him, casting in dust to dust, which is 
the last friendly office that he undertakes to do." 

Begging your pardon for detaining you so 
long among " graves, and worms, and epitaphs," 
— I am, Sir, your humble servant, 

MORITURUS. 
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ON THE DANGER OF CONFOUND- 
ING MORAL WITH PERSONAL 
DEFORMITY 

WITH A HINT TO THOSE WHO HAVE THE FRAMING 
OF ADVERTISEMENTS FOR APPREHENDING 
OFFENDERS 

To the Editor of the Reflector 

Mr. Reflector — There is no science in their 
pretensions to which mankind are more apt to 
commit grievous mistakes, than in the supposed 
very obvious one of physiognomy. I quarrel 
not with the principles of this science, as they 
are laid down by learned professors ; much less 
am I disposed, with some people, to deny its 
existence altogether as any inlet of knowledge 
that can be depended upon. I believe that 
there is, or may be, an art to " read the mind's 
construction in the face." But, then, in every 
species of reading, so much depends upon the 
eyes of the reader ; if they are blear, or apt to 
dazzle, or inattentive, or strained with too much 
attention, the optic power will infallibly bring 
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home false reports of what it reads. How often 
do we say, upon a cursory glance at a stranger, 
what a fine open countenance he has, who, upon 
second inspection, proves to have the exact 
features of a knave. Nay, in much more 
intimate acquaintances, how a delusion of this 
kind shall continue for months, years, and then 
break up all at once. 

Ask the married man, who has been so but 
for a short space of time, if those blue eyes 
where, during so many years of anxious court- 
ship, truth, sweetness, serenity, seemed to be 
written in characters which could not be mis- 
understood — ask him if the characters which 
they now convey be exactly the same ? — if for 
truth he does not read a dull virtue (the mimic 
of constancy) which changes not, only because it 
wants the judgment to make a preference .? — if 
for sweetness he does not read a stupid habit of 
looking pleased at everything ? — if for serenity 
he does not read animal tranquillity, the dead 
pool of the heart, which no breeze of passion 
can stir into health ? Alas ! what is this book 
of the countenance good for, which when we 
have read so long, and thought that we under- 
stood its contents, there comes a countless list of 
heart-breaking errata at the end ! 

But these are the pitiable mistakes to which 
love alone is subject. I have inadvertently 
wandered from my purpose, which was to expose 
quite an opposite blunder, into which we are 
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no less apt to fall, through hate. How ugly 
a person looks upon whose reputation some 
awkward aspersion hangs, and how suddenly his 
countenance clears up with his character. I 
remember being persuaded of a man whom I 
had conceived an ill opinion of, that he had a 
very bad set of teeth ; which, since I have had 
better opportunities of being acquainted with 
his face and facts, I find to have been the very 
reverse of the truth. That crooked old woman, I 
once said, speaking of an ancient gentlewoman, 
whose actions did not square altogether with my 
notions of the rule of right. The unanimous 
surprise of the company before whom I uttered 
these words, soon convinced me that I had con- 
founded mental with bodily obliquity, and that 
there was nothing tortuous about the old lady 
but her deeds. 

This humour of mankind to deny personal 
comeliness to those with whose moral attributes 
they are dissatisfied, is very strongly shewn in 
those advertisements, which stare us in the face 
from the walls of every street, and, with the 
tempting bait which they hang forth, stimulate 
at once cupidity and an abstract love of justice in 
the breast of every passing peruser ; I mean, the 
advertisements offering rewards for the appre- 
hension of absconded culprits, strayed apprentices, 
bankrupts who have conveyed away their effects, 
debtors that have run away from their bail. I 
observe, that in exact proportion to the indignity 
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with which the prosecutor, who is commonly 
the framer of the advertisement, conceives he 
has been treated, the personal pretensions of the 
fugitive are denied, and his defects exaggerated. 

A fellow, whose misdeeds have been directed 
against the public in general, and in whose 
delinquency no individual shall feel himself par- 
ticularly interested, generally meets with fair 
usage. A coiner or a smuggler shall get oft 
tolerably well. His beauty, if he has any, is not 
much underrated, his deformities are not much 
magnified. A runaway apprentice, who excites 
perhaps the next least degree of spleen in his 
prosecutor, generally escapes with a pair of bandy 
legs ; if he has taken anything with him in his 
flight, a hitch in his gait is generally superadded. 
A bankrupt, who has been guilty of withdraw- 
ing his effects, if his case be not very atrocious, 
commonly meets with mild usage. But a debtor 
who has left his bail in jeopardy, is sure to be 
described in characters of unmingled deformity. 
Here the personal feelings of the bail, which 
may be allowed to be somewhat poignant, are 
admitted to interfere ; and, as wrath and revenge 
commonly strike in the dark, the colours are laid 
on with a grossness which I am convinced must 
often defeat its own purpose. The fish that casts 
an inky cloud about him that his enemies may 
not find him, cannot more obscure himself by 
that device than the blackening representations 
of these angry advertisers must inevitably serve 
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to cloak and screen the persons of those who 
have injured them from detection. I have before 
me at this moment one of these bills, which runs 
thus :— 

" Fifty Pounds Reward. 

" Run away from his bail, John Tomkins, 
formerly resident in Princes Street, Soho, but 
lately of Clerkenwell. Whoever shall appre- 
hend, or cause to be apprehended and lodged in 
one of his Majesty's jails, the said John Tomkins, 
shall receive the above reward. He is a thick- 
set, sturdy man, about five foot six inches high, 
halts in his left leg, with a stoop in his gait, 
with coarse red hair, nose short and cocked up, 
with little gray eyes, one of them bears the effect 
of a blow which he has lately received, with a 
pot belly, speaks with a thick and disagreeable 
voice, goes shabbily dressed, had on when he 
went away, a greasy shag greatcoat with rusty 
yellow buttons." 

Now, although it is not out of the compass 
of possibility that John Tomkins aforesaid may 
comprehend in his agreeable person all the above- 
mentioned aggregate of charms ; yet, from my 
observation of the manner in which these adver- 
tisements are usually drawn up, though I have 
not the pleasure of knowing the gentleman, yet 
would I lay a wager, that an advertisement to 
the following effect would have a much better 
chance of apprehending and laying by the heels 
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this John Tomkins than the above description, 
although penned by one who, from the good 
services which he appears to have done for him, 
has not improbably been blessed with some years 
of previous intercourse with the said John. 
Taking, then, the above advertisement to be 
true, or nearly so, down to the words " left leg " 
inclusive (though I have some doubt if the 
blemish there implied amount to a positive lame- 
ness, or be perceivable by any but the nearest 
friends of John) I would proceed thus : — 

— " Leans a little forward in his walk, his 
hair thick and inclining to auburn, his nose of 
the middle size, a little turned up at the end, 
lively hazel eyes (the contusion, as its effects 
are probably gone off by this time, I judge 
better omitted), inclines to be corpulent, his 
voice thick but pleasing, especially when he 
sings, had on a decent shag greatcoat with yellow 
buttons." 

Now, I would stake a considerable wager 
(though by no means a positive man) that some 
such mitigated description would lead the 
beagles of the law into a much surer track for 
finding this ungracious varlet, than to set them 
upon a false scent after fictitious ugliness and 
fictitious shabbiness ; though, to do those gentle- 
men justice, I have no doubt their experience 
has taught them in all such cases to abate a 
great deal of the deformity which they are 
instructed to expect ; and has discovered to 
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them, that the Devil's agents upon this earth, 
like their master, are far less ugly in reality than 
they are painted. 

I am afraid, Mr. Reflector, that I shall be 
thought to have gone wide of my subject, 
which was to detect the practical errors of 
physiognomy, properly so called ; whereas I have 
introduced physical defects, such as lameness, 
the effects of accidents upon a man's person, his 
wearing apparel, etc., as circumstances on which 
the eye of dislike, looking askance, may report 
erroneous conclusions to the understanding. But 
if we are liable, through a kind, or an unkind 
passion, to mistake so grossly concerning things 
so exterior and palpable, how much more are 
we likely to err respecting those nicer and less 
perceptible hints of character in a face, whose 
detection constitutes the triumph of the 
physiognomist ? 

To revert to those bestowers of unmerited 
deformity, the framers of advertisements for the 
apprehension of delinquents, a sincere desire of 
promoting the ends of public justice induces me 
to address a word to them on the best means of 
attaining those ends. I will endeavour to lay 
down a few practical, or rather negative, rules 
for their use, for my ambition extends no 
further than to arm them with cautions against 
the self-defeating of their own purposes : — 

I. Imprimis, then, Mr. Advertiser ! If the 
culprit whom you are willing to recover be one 
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to whom in times past you have shewn kindness, 
and been disposed to think kindly of him your- 
self, but he has deceived your trust, and has run 
away, and left you with a load of debt to 
answer for him, — sit down calmly, and en- 
deavour to behold him through the spectacles of 
memory rather than of present conceit. Image 
to yourself, before you pen a tittle of his 
description, the same plausible, good-looking 
man who took you in ; and try to put away 
from your mind every intrusion of that deceitful 
spectre which perpetually obtrudes itself in the 
room of your former friend's known visage. It 
will do you more credit to have been deceived 
by such a one ; and depend upon it, the traitor 
will convey to the eyes of the world in general 
much more of that first idea which you formed 
(perhaps in part erroneous) of his physiognomy, 
than of that frightful substitute which you have 
suffered to creep in upon your mind and usurp 
upon it ; a creature which has no archetype 
except in your own brain. 

2. If you be a master that have to advertise 
a runaway apprentice, though the young dog's 
faults are known only to you, and no doubt his 
conduct has been aggravating enough, do not 
presently set him down as having crooked 
ankles. He may have a good pair of legs, and 
run away notwithstanding. Indeed, the latter 
does rather seem to imply the former. 

3. If the unhappy person against whom your 
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laudable vengeance is directed be a thief, think 
that a thief may have a good nose, good eyes, 
good ears. It is indispensable to his profession 
that he be possessed of sagacity, foresight, 
vigilance ; it is more than probable, then, that 
he is endued with the bodily types or instru- 
ments of these qualities to some tolerable degree 
of perfectness. 

4. If petty larceny be his offence, I exhort 
you, do not confound meanness of crime w^ith 
diminutiveness of stature. These things have no 
connection. I have known a tall man stoop to 
the basest action, a short man aspire to the 
height of crime, a fair man be guilty of the 
foulest actions, etc. 

5. Perhaps the offender has been guilty of 
some atrocious and aggravated murder. Here 
is the most difficult case of all. It is above all 
requisite, that such a daring violator of the peace 
and safety of society should meet with his 
reward, a violent and ignominious death. But 
how shall we get at him ? Who is there among 
us, that has known him before he committed 
the offence, that shall take upon him to say he 
can sit down coolly and pen a dispassionate 
description of a murderer ? The tales of our 
nursery, — the reading of our youth, — the ill- 
looking man that was hired by the Uncle to 
despatch the Children in the Wood, — the grim 
ruffians who smothered the babes in the Tower, 
— the black and beetle-browed assassin of Mrs. 
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Ratcliffe, — the shag-haired villain of Mr. Monk 
Lewis, — the Tarquin tread, and mill -stone 
dropping eyes, of Murder in Shakspeare, — the 
exaggerations of picture and of poetry, — what we 
have read and what we have dreamed of, — rise 
up and crowd in upon us such eye-scaring 
portraits of the man of blood, that our pen is 
absolutely forestalled ; we commence poets when 
we should play the part of strictest historians, 
and the very blackness of horror which the deed 
calls up, serves as a cloud to screen the doer. 
The fiction is blameless, it is accordant with 
those wise prejudices with which nature has 
guarded our innocence, as with impassable 
barriers, against the commission of such appal- 
ling crimes ; but meantime the criminal escapes; 
or if, — owing to that wise abatement in their 
expectation of deformity, which, as I hinted at 
before, the officers of pursuit never fail to make, 
and no doubt in cases of this sort they make a 
more than ordinary allowance, — if, owing to this 
or any accident, the offender is caught and 
brought to his trial, who that has been led 
out of curiosity to witness such a scene, has not 
with astonishment reflected on the difference 
between a real committer of a murder, and the 
idea of one which he has been collecting and 
heightening all his life out of books, dreams, 
etc. The fellow, perhaps, is a sleek, smug- 
looking man, with light hair and eye-brows, — 
the latter by no means jutting out or like a crag, 
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— and with none of those marks which our 
fancy had pre-bestowed upon him. 

I find I am getting unawares too serious ; 
the best way on such occasions is, to leave off, 
which I shall do by generally recommending 
to all prosecuting advertisers not to confound 
crimes with ugliness ; or rather, to distinguish 
between that physiognomical deformity, which 
I am willing to grant always accompanies crime, 
and mere physical ugliness, — which signifies 
nothing, is the exponent of nothing, and may 
exist in a good or bad person indifferently. 

Crito. 
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ON THE INCONVENIENCES RESULT- 
ING FROM BEING HANGED 

To the Editor of the Reflector 

Sir — I am one of those unhappy persons whose 
misfortunes, it seems, do not entitle them to the 
benefit of pure pity. All that is bestowed upon 
me of that kindest alleviator of human miseries, 
comes dashed with a double portion of con- 
tempt. My griefs have nothing in them that is 
felt as sacred by the bystanders. Yet is my afflic- 
tion in truth of the deepest grain. The heaviest 
task that was ever given to mortal patience to 
sustain. Time, that wears out all other sorrows, 
can never modify or soften mine. Here they 
must continue to gnaw, as long as that fatal 

mark 

Why was I ever born ? Why was innocence 
in my person suffered to be branded with a stain 
which was appointed only for the blackest guilt .? 
What had I done, or my parents, that a disgrace 
of mine should involve a whole posterity in 
infamy ? I am almost tempted to believe, that, 
in some pre-existent state, crimes to which this 
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sublunary life of mine hath been as much 
a stranger as the babe that is newly born 
into it, have drawn down upon me this venge- 
ance, so disproportionate to my actions on this 
globe. 

My brain sickens, and my bosom labours to 
be delivered of the weight that presses upon it, 
yet my conscious pen shrinks from the avowal. 
But out it must 

O, Mr. Reflector ! guess at the wretch's 
misery who now writes this to you, when, with 
tears and burning blushes, he is obliged to con- 
fess, that he has been hanged 

Methinks I hear an involuntary exclamation 
burst from you, as your imagination presents to 
you fearful images of your correspondent un- 
known, — hanged 1 

Fear not, Mr. Editor. No disembodied spirit 
has the honour of addressing you. I am flesh 
and blood, an unfortunate system of bones, 
muscles, sinews, arteries, like yourself. 

Then, I presume, you mean to be pleasant — That 
expression of yours, Mr. Correspondent, must be 
taken somehow in a metaphorical sense 

In the plainest sense, without trope or figure 
— Yes, Mr. Editor ! this neck of mine has felt 
the fatal noose, — these hands have tremblingly 
held up the corroborative prayer-book, — these 
lips have sucked the moisture of the last con- 
solatory orange, — this tongue has chanted the 
doleful cantata which no performer was ever 
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called upon to repeat, — this face has had the 
veiling night-cap drawn over it 

But for no crime of mine. — Far be it from 
me to arraign the justice of my country, which, 
though tardy, did at length recognise my 
innocence. It is not for me to reflect upon 
judge or jury, now that eleven years have elapsed 
since the erroneous sentence was pronounced. 
Men will always be fallible, and perhaps 
circumstances did appear at the time a little 
strong 

Suffice it to say, that after hanging four 
minutes (as the spectators were pleased to com- 
pute it, — a man that is being strangled, I know 
from experience, has altogether a different 
measure of time from his friends who are 
breathing leisurely about him, — I suppose the 
minutes lengthen as time approaches eternity, 
in the same manner as the miles get longer as 
you travel northward — ), after hanging four 
minutes, according to the best calculation of 
the bystanders, a reprieve came, and I was cut 

DOWN 

Really I am ashamed of deforming your pages 
with these technical phrases — if I knew how to 
express my meaning shorter 

But to proceed. — My first care after I had 
been brought to myself by the usual methods 
(those methods that are so interesting to the 
operator and his assistants, who are pretty 
numerous on such occasions, — but which no 
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patient was ever desirous of undergoing a second 
time for the benefit of science), my first care 
was to provide myself with an enormous stock 
or cravat to hide the place — you understand me ; 
— my next care was to procure a residence as 
distant as possible from that part of the country 
where I had suffered. For that reason I chose 
the metropolis, as the place where wounded 
honour (I had been told) could lurk with the 
least danger of exciting inquiry, and stigmatised 
innocence had the best chance of hiding her 
disgrace in a crowd. I sought out a new circle 
of acquaintance, and my circumstances happily 
enabling me to pursue my fancy in that respect, 
I endeavoured, by mingling in all the pleasures 
which the town affords, to efface the memory of 
what I had undergone. 

But, alas ! such is the portentous and all- 
pervading chain of connection which links 
together the head and members of this great 
community, my scheme of lying perdu was 
defeated almost at the outset. A countryman of 
mine, whom a foolish lawsuit had brought to 
town, by chance met me, and the secret was 
soon blazoned about. 

In a short time, I found myself deserted by 
most of those who had been my intimate friends. 
Not that any guilt was supposed to attach to my 
character. My officious countryman, to do him 
justice, had been candid enough to explain my 
perfect innocence. But, somehow or other, 
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there is a want of strong virtue in mankind. 
We have plenty of the softer instincts, but the 
heroic character is gone. How else can I 
account for it, that of all my numerous acquaint- 
ance, among whom I had the honour of ranking 
sundry persons of education, talents, and worth, 
scarcely here and there one or two could be 
found, who had the courage to associate with a 
man that had been hanged. 

Those few who did not desert me altogether, 
were persons of strong but coarse minds ; and 
from the absence of all delicacy in them I 
suffered almost as much as from the super- 
abundance of a false species of it in the others. 
Those who stuck by me were the jokers, who 
thought themselves entitled by the fidelity which 
they had shewn towards me to use me with 
what familiarity they pleased. Many and un- 
feeling are the jests that I have suffered from 
these rude (because faithful) Achateses. As 
they passed me in the streets, one would nod 
significantly to his companion and say, pointing 
to me, " smoke his cravat," and ask me if I 
had got a wen, that I was so solicitous to cover 
my neck. Another would inquire. What news 
from * * * Assizes ? (which you may guess, 
Mr. Editor, was the scene of my shame), and 
whether the sessions was like to prove a maiden 
one ? A third would offer to ensure me from 
drowning. A fourth would tease me with 
inquiries how I felt when I was swinging, 
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whether I had not something Hke a blue flame 
dancing before my eyes ? A fifth took a fancy 
never to call me anything but Lazarus. And 
an eminent bookseller and publisher, — who, in 
his zeal to present the public with new facts, 
had he lived in those days, I am confident, 
would not have scrupled waiting upon the person 
himself last mentioned, at the most critical 
period of his existence, to solicit a few facts 
relative to resuscitation, — had the modesty to off^er 
me * * guineas per sheet, if I would write, in 
his Magazine, a physiological account of my 
feelings upon coming to myself. 

But these were evils which a moderate forti- 
tude might have enabled me to struggle with. 
Alas ! Mr. Editor, the women, — whose good 
graces I had always most assiduously cultivated, 
from whose softer minds I had hoped a more 
delicate and generous sympathy than I found in 
the men, — the women began to shun me — this 
was the unkindest blow of all. 

But is it to be wondered at ? How couldst 
thou imagine, wretchedest of beings, that that 
tender creature Serephina would fling her pretty 
arms about that neck which previous circum- 
stances had rendered infamous ? That she would 
put up with the refuse of the rope, the leavings of 
the cord ? Or that any analogy could subsist 
between the knot which binds true lovers, and 
the knot which ties malefactors ? 

I can forgive that pert baggage Flirtilla, who, 
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when I complimented her one day on the exe- 
cution which her eyes had done, replied, that, 
to be sure, Mr. * * was a judge of those things. 
But from thy more exalted mind, Celestina, I 
expected a more unprejudiced decision. 

The person whose true name I conceal under 
this appellation, of all the women that I was ever 
acquainted with, had the most manly turn of 
mind, which she had improved by reading and 
the best conversation. Her understanding was 
not more masculine than her manners and whole 
disposition were delicately and truly feminine. 
She was the daughter of an officer who had fallen 
in the service of his country, leaving his widow 
and Celestina, an only child, with a fortune 
sufficient to set them above want, but not to 
enable them to live in splendour. I had the 
mother's permission to pay my addresses to the 
young lady, and Celestina seemed to approve of 
my suit. 

Often and often have I poured out my over- 
charged soul in the presence of Celestina, com- 
plaining of the hard and unfeeling prejudices of 
the world, and the sweet maid has again and again 
declared, that no irrational prejudice should 
hinder her from esteeming every man according 
to his intrinsic worth. Often has she repeated 
the consolatory assurance, that she could never 
consider as essentially ignominious an accident, 
which was indeed to be deprecated, but which 
might have happened to the most innocent of 
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mankind. Then would she set forth some illus- 
trious example, which her reading easily furnished, 
of a Phocion or a Socrates unjustly condemned ; 
of a Raleigh or a Sir Thomas More, to whom late 
posterity had done justice ; and by soothing my 
fancy with some such agreeable parallel, she 
would make me almost to triumph in my disgrace, 
and convert my shame into glory. 

In such entertaining and instructive conversa- 
tions the time passed on, till I importunately 
urged the mistress of my affections to name a day 
for our union. To this she obligingly consented, 
and I thought myself the happiest of mankind. 
But how was I surprised one morning on the 
receipt of the following billet from my charmer : — 

Sir — You must not impute it to levity, or to 
a worse failing, ingratitude, if, with anguish of 
heart, I feel myself compelled by irresistible 
arguments to recall a vow which I fear I made 
with too little consideration. I never can be 
yours. The reasons of my decision, which is 
final, are in my own breast, and you must ever- 
lastingly remain a stranger to them. Assure 
yourself that I can never cease to esteem you as 
I ought. Celestina. 

At the sight of this paper, I ran in frantic 
haste to Celestina's lodgings, where I learned, to 
my infinite mortification, that the mother and 
daughter were set off on a journey to a distant 
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part of the country, to visit a relation, and 
were not expected to return in less than four 
months. 

Stunned by this blow, which left me without 
the courage to solicit an explanation by letter, 
even if I had known where they were (for the 
particular address was industriously concealed 
from me), I waited with impatience the termina- 
tion of the period, in the vain hope that I might 
be permitted to have a chance of softening the 
harsh decision by a personal interview with 
Celestina after her return. But before three 
months were at an end, I learned from the news- 
papers, that my beloved had — given her hand to 
another ! 

Heart-broken as I was, I was totally at a loss 
to account for the strange step which she had 
taken ; and it was not till some years after that 
I learned the true reason from a female relation 
of hers, to whom it seems Celestina had confessed 
in confidence, that it was no demerit of mine 
that had caused her to break off the match so 
abruptly, nor any preference which she might 
feel for any other person, for she preferred me 
(she was pleased to say) to all mankind ; but when 
she came to lay the matter closer to her heart, 
she found that she never should be able to bear 
the sight (I give you her very words as they 
were detailed to me by her relation) the sight of 
a man in a nightcap, who had appeared on a 
public platform, it would lead to such a disagree- 
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able association of ideas ! And to this punctilio 
I was sacrificed. 

To pass over an infinite series of minor 
mortifications, to which this last and heaviest 
might well render me callous, behold me here, 
Mr. Editor ! in the thirty-seventh year of my 
existence (the twelfth, reckoning from my re- 
animation), cut off from all respectable con- 
nections, rejected by the fairer half of the com- 
munity, — who in my case alone seemed to have 
laid aside the characteristic pity of their sex ; 
punished because I was once punished unjustly ; 
suffering for no other reason than because I once 
had the misfortune to suffer without any cause at 
all. In no other country, I think, but this, could 
a man have been subject to such a life-long per- 
secution, when once his innocence had been 
clearly established. 

Had I crawled forth a rescued victim from 
the rack in the horrible dungeons of the Inquisi- 
tion, — had I heaved myself up from a half 
bastinado in China, or been torn from the just- 
entering, ghastly impaling stake in Barbary, — had 
I dropped alive from the knout in Russia, or come 
off with a gashed neck from the half-mortal, 
scarce-in-time-retracted scimitar of an execu- 
tioneering slave in Turkey, — I might have borne 
about the remnant of this frame (the mangled 
trophy of reprieved innocence) with credit to 
myself in any one of those barbarous countries. 
No scorn, at least, would have mingled with the 
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pity (small as it might be) with which what was 
left of me would have been surveyed. 

The singularity of my case has often led me 
to inquire into the reasons of the general levity 
with which the subject of hanging is treated as a 
topic in this country. I say as a topic : for let the 
very persons who speak so lightly of the thing at 
a distance be brought to view the real scene, — 
let the platform be bond fide exhibited, and the 
trembling culprit brought forth, — the case is 
changed ; but as a topic of conversation, I appeal 
to the vulgar jokes which pass current in every 
street. But why mention them, when the politest 
authors have agreed in making use of this subject 
as a source of the ridiculous ? Swift, and Pope, 
and Prior, are fond of recurring to it. Gay has 
built an entire drama upon this single foundation. 
The whole interest of the Beggar s Opera may 
be said to hang upon it. To such writers as 
Fielding and Smollett it is a perfect bon bouche. — 
Hear the facetious Tom Brown, in his Comical 
View of London and Westminster, describe the Order 
of the Show at one of the Tyburn Executions in his 
time : — " Mr. Ordinary visits his melancholy 
flock in Newgate by eight. Doleful procession 
up Holborn Hill about eleven. Men handsome 
and proper that were never thought so before, 
which is some comfort, however. Arrive at the 
fatal place by twelve. Burnt brandy, women, 
and Sabbath-breaking, repented of. Some few 
penitential drops fall under the gallows. SheriflPs 

182 



RESULTING FROM BEING HANGED 

men, parson, pickpockets, criminals, all very busy. 
The last concluding peremptory psalm struck up. 
Show over by one." — In this sportive strain does 
this misguided wit think proper to play with a 
subject so serious, which yet he would hardly 
have done, if he had not known that there existed 
a predisposition in the habits of his unaccountable 
countrymen to consider the subject as a jest. 
But what shall we say to Shakspeare, who (not to 
mention the solution which the Gravedigger in 
Hamlet gives of his fellow-workman's problem), 
in that scene in Measure for Measure, where the 
Clown calls upon Master Barnardine to get up 
and be hanged, which he declines on the score of 
being sleepy, has actually gone out of his way to 
gratify this amiable propensity in his country- 
men ; for it is plain, from the use that was to be 
made of his head, and from Abhorson's asking, 
" Is the axe upon the block, sirrah ? " that be- 
heading, and not hanging, was the punishment 
to which Barnardine was destined. But Shak- 
speare knew that the axe and block were pregnant 
with no ludicrous images, and therefore falsified 
the historic truth of his own drama (if I may so 
speak) rather than he would leave out such 
excellent matter for a jest as the suspending of a 
fellow-creature in mid-air has been ever esteemed 
to be by Englishmen. 

One reason why the ludicrous never fails to 
intrude itself into our contemplations upon this 
mode of death, I suppose to be, the absurd 
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posture into which a man is thrown who is 
condemned to dance, as the vulgar dehght to 
express it, upon nothing. To see him whisking 
and wavering in the air, 

As the wind you know will wave a man ; ^ 

to behold the vacant carcase, from which the 
life is newly dislodged, shifting between earth 
and heaven, the sport of every gust ; like a 
weathercock, serving to shew from which point 
the wind blows ; like a maukin, fit only to scare 
away birds ; like a nest left to swing upon a 
bough when the bird is flown ; these are uses 
to which we cannot without a mixture of spleen 
and contempt behold the human carcase reduced. 
We string up dogs, foxes, bats, moles, weasels. 
Man surely deserves a steadier death. 

Another reason why the ludicrous associates 
more forcibly with this than with any other 
mode of punishment, I cannot help thinking to 
be, the senseless costume with which old pre- 
scription has thought fit to clothe the exit of 
malefactors in this countiy. Let a man do 
what he will to abstract from his imagination 
all idea of the whimsical, something of it will 
come across him when he contemplates the 
figure of a fellow- creature in the daytime (in 
however distressing a situation) in a nightcap. 
Whether it be that this nocturnal addition has 
something discordant with daylight, or that it is 

1 Hieronimo in the Spanish Tragedy. 
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the dress which we are seen in at those times 
when we are " seen," as the Angel in Milton 
expresses it, " least wise " ; this I am afraid will 
always be the case ; unless indeed, as in my 
instance, some strong personal feeling overpower 
the ludicrous altogether. To me, when I reflect 
upon the train of misfortunes which have pur- 
sued me through life, owing to that accursed 
drapery, the cap presents as purely frightful an 
object as the sleeveless yellow coat and devil- 
painted mitre of the San Benitos. An ancestor 
of mine, who suffered for his loyalty in the time 
of the civil wars, was so sensible of the truth 
of what I am here advancing, that on the 
morning of execution, no entreaties could pre- 
vail upon him to submit to the odious dishabille, 
as he called it, but he insisted upon wearing, and 
actually suffered in, the identical flowing periwig 
which he is painted in, in the gallery belonging 

to my uncle's seat in shire. 

Suffer me, Mr. Editor, before I quit the 
subject, to say a word or two respecting the 
minister of justice in this country ; in plain 
words, I mean the hangman. It has always 
appeared to me that, in the mode of inflicting 
capital punishments with us, there is too much 
of the ministry of the human hand. The guil- 
lotine, as performing its functions more of itself 
and sparing human agency, though a cruel and 
disgusting exhibition, in my mind, has many 
ways the advantage over our way. In beheading, 
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indeed, as it was formerly practised in England, 
and in whipping to death, as is sometimes 
practised now, the hand of man is no doubt 
sufficiently busy ; but there is something less 
repugnant in these downright blows than in 
the officious barber-like ministerings of the other. 
To have a fellow with his hangman's hands 
fumbling about your collar, adjusting the thing 
as your valet would regulate your cravat, valuing 
himself on his menial dexterity 

I never shall forget meeting my rascal, — I 
mean the fellow who officiated for me, — in 
London last winter. I think I see him now, — 
in a waistcoat that had been mine, — smirking 
along as if he knew me 

In some parts of Germany, that fellow's office 
is by law declared infamous, and his posterity 
incapable of being ennobled. They have hered- 
itary hangmen, or had at least, in the same 
manner as they had hereditary other great 
officers of state ; and the hangmen's families 
of two adjoining parishes intermarried with each 
other to keep the breed entire. I wish something 
of the same kind were established in England. 

But it is time to quit a subject which teems 
with disagreeable images 

Permit me to subscribe myself, Mr. Editor, 
Your unfortunate friend, 

Pensilis. 
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ON THE MELANCHOLY OF TAILORS 

Sedet, aeternumque sedebit, 
Infelix Theseus. Virgil. 

That there is a professional melancholy, if I may 
so express myself, incident to the occupation of 
a tailor, is a fact which I think very few will 
venture to dispute. I may safely appeal to my 
readers, whether they ever knew one of that 
faculty that was not of a temperament, to say 
the least, far removed from mercurial or jovial. 

Observe the suspicious gravity of their gait. 
The peacock is not more tender, from a con- 
sciousness of his peculiar infirmity, than a 
gentleman of this profession is of being known 
by the same infallible testimonies of his occupa- 
tion. " Walk, that I may know thee." 

Do you ever see him go whistling along the 
footpath like a carman, or brush through a 
crowd like a baker, or go smiling to himself 
like a lover ? Is he forward to thrust into 
mobs, or to make one at the ballad- singer's 
audiences .? Does he not rather slink by as- 
semblies and meetings of the people, as one 
that wisely declines popular observation ? 
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How extremely rare is a noisy tailor ! a 
mirthful and obstreperous tailor ! 

" At my nativity," says Sir Thomas Browne, 
" my ascendant was the earthly sign of Scorpius ; 
I was born in the planetary hour of Saturn, and 
I think I have a piece of that leaden planet in 
me." One would think that he were anatomis- 
ing a tailor ! save that to the latter's occupation, 
methinks, a woollen planet would seem more 
consonant, and that he should be born when the 
sun was in Aries. He goes on. " I am no way 
facetious, nor disposed for the mirth and galli- 
ardise of company." How true a type of the 
whole trade ! Eminently economical of his 
words, you shall seldom hear a jest come from 
one of them. He sometimes furnishes subject 
for a repartee, but rarely (I think) contributes 
one ore propria. 

Drink itself does not seem to elevate him, or 
at least to call out of him any of the external 
indications of vanity. I cannot say that it never 
causes his pride to swell, but it never breaks out. 
I am even fearful that it may swell and rankle 
to an alarming degree inwardly. For pride is 
near of kin to melancholy ; — a hurtful obstruction 
from the ordinary outlets of vanity being shut. 
It is this stoppage which engenders proud 
humours. Therefore a tailor may be proud. I 
think he is never vain. The display of his 
gaudy patterns in that book of his which emulates 
the rainbow, never raises any inflations of that 
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emotion in him, corresponding to what the wig- 
maker (for instance) evinces, when he expatiates 
on a curl or a bit of hair. He spreads them 
forth with a sullen incapacity for pleasure, a real 
or affected indifference to grandeur. Cloth ot 
gold neither seems to elate, nor cloth of frize to 
depress him — according to the beautiful motto 
which formed the modest impresse of the shield 
worn by Charles Brandon at his marriage with 
the king's sister. Nay, I doubt whether he 
would discover any vain-glorious complacence in 
his colours, though " Iris " herself" dipt the woof." 

In further corroboration of this argument — 
who ever saw the wedding of a tailor announced 
in the newspapers, or the birth of his eldest son ? 

When was a tailor known to give a dance, or 
to be himself a good dancer, or to perform ex- 
quisitely on the tight rope, or to shine in any 
such light and airy pastimes ? to sing, or play on 
the violin ? 

Do they much care for public rejoicings, 
lightings up, ringing of bells, firing of cannons, 
etc. ? 

Valiant, I know they can be ; but I appeal to 
those who were witnesses to the exploits of Eliot's 
famous troop, whether in their fiercest charges 
they betrayed anything of that thoughtless 
oblivion of death with which a Frenchman jigs 
into battle, or whether they did not shew more 
of the melancholy valour of the Spaniard, upon 
whom they charged ; that deliberate courage 
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which contemplation and sedentary habits 
breathe ? 

Are they often great newsmongers ? — I have 
known some few among them arrive at the 
dignity of speculative politicians ; but that light 
and cheerful every -day interest in the affairs 
and goings-on of the world, which makes the 
barber^ such delightful company, I think is 
rarely observable in them. 

This characteristic pensiveness in them being 
so notorious, I wonder none of those writers, 
who have expressly treated of melancholy, should 
have mentioned it. Burton, whose book is an 
excellent abstract of all the authors in that kind 
who preceded him, and who treats of every 
species of this malady, from the hypochondriacal or 
windy to the heroicalov love melancholy, has strangely 
omitted it. Shakspeare himself has overlooked it. 
" I have neither the scholar's melancholy (saith 
Jaques) which is emulation ; nor the courtier's, 

1 Having incidentally mentioned the barber, in a comparison ot 
professional temperaments, I hope no other trade will take offence, 
or look upon it as an incivility done to them, if I say, that in 
courtesy, humanity, and all the conversational and social graces 
which "gladden life," I esteem no profession comparable to his. 
Indeed so great is the goodwill which I bear to this useful and 
agreeable body of men, that, residing in one of the Inns of Court 
(where the best specimens of them are to be found, except perhaps 
at the universities) there are seven of them to whom I am personally 
known, and who never pass me without the compliment of the hat 

on either side. My truly polite and urbane friend, Mr. A m, 

of Flower-de-luce-court, in Fleet Street, will forgive my mention 
of him in particular. I can truly say, that I never spent a quarter 
of an hour under his hands without deriving some profit from the 
agreeable discussions, which are always going on there. 
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which is proud ; nor the soldier's, which is 
politic ; nor the lover's, which is all these " : — 
and then, when you might expect him to have 
brought in, " nor the tailor's, which is so and 
so " — he comes to an end of his enumeration, 
and falls to a defining of his own melancholy. 

Milton likewise has omitted it, where he had 
so fair an opportunity of bringing it in, in his 
Penseroso. 

But the partial omissions of historians proving 
nothing against the existence of any well-attested 
fact, I shall proceed and endeavour to ascertain 
the causes why this pensive turn should be so 
predominant in people of this profession above 
all others. 

And first, may it not be, that the custom of 
wearing apparel being derived to us from the 
fall, and one of the most mortifying products of 
that unhappy event, a certain seriousness (to say 
no more of it) may in the order of things have been 
intended to be impressed upon the minds of that 
race of men to whom in all ages the care of 
contriving the human apparel has been entrusted, 
— to keep up the memory of the first institution 
of clothes, and serve as a standing remonstrance 
against those vanities, which the absurd conversion 
of a memorial of our shame into an ornament 
of our persons was destined to produce ? 
Correspondent in some sort to this, it may be 
remarked, that the tailor sitting over a cave or 
hollow place, in the cabalistic language of his 
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order, is said to have certain melancholy regions 
always open under his feet. But waiving further 
inquiry into final causes, where the best of us 
can only wander in the dark, let us try to dis- 
cover the efficient causes of this melancholy. 

I think, then, that they may be reduced to 
two, omitting some subordinate ones, viz. the 
sedentary habits of the tailor ; something peculiar 
in his diet. 

First, his sedentary habits. — In Doctor Norris' 
famous narrative of the frenzy of Mr. John 
Dennis, the patient, being questioned as to the 
occasion of the swelling in his legs, replies that 
it came " by criticism " ; to which the learned 
doctor seeming to demur, as to a distemper 
which he had never read of, Dennis (who 
appears not to have been mad upon all subjects) 
rejoins with some warmth, that it was no dis- 
temper, but a noble art ! that he had sat fourteen 
hours a day at it : and that the other was a 
pretty doctor not to know that there was a com- 
munication between the brain and the legs. 

When we consider that this sitting for four- 
teen hours continuously, which the critic 
probably practised only while he was writing his 
" remarks," is no more than what the tailor, in 
the ordinary pursuance of his art, submits to 
daily (Sundays excepted) throughout the year, 
shall we wonder to find the brain aff'ected, and 
in a manner overclouded, from that indissoluble 
sympathy between the noble and less noble parts 

192 



ON THE MELANCHOLY OF TAILORS 

of the body, which Dennis hints at ? The 
unnatural and painful manner of his sitting must 
also greatly aggravate the evil, insomuch that I 
have sometimes ventured to liken tailors at their 
boards to so many envious Junos, sitting cross- 
legged to hinder the birth of their own felicity. The 
legs transversed thus X crosswise, or decussated, 
was among the ancients the posture of maledic- 
tion. The Turks, who practise it at this day, 
are noted to be a melancholy people. 

Secondly, his diet. — To which purpose I find 
a most remarkable passage in Burton, in his 
chapter entitled "Bad diet a cause of melancholy." 
" Amongst herbs to be eaten (he says) I find 
gourds, cucumbers, melons, disallowed ; but 
especially cabbage. It causeth troublesome 
dreams, and sends up black vapours to the brain. 
Galen, loc. affect, lib. 3, cap. 6, of all herbs con- 
demns CABBAGE. And Isaack, lib. 2, cap. i, 
animce gravitatem facit, it brings heaviness to the 
soul." I could not omit so flattering a testimony 
from an author, who, having no theory of his 
own to serve, has so unconsciously contributed 
to the confirmation of mine. It is well known 
that this last named vegetable has, from the 
earliest periods which we can discover, con- 
stituted almost the sole food of this extraordinary 
race of people. 

Burton, Junior. 
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HOSPITA ON THE IMMODERATE IN- 
DULGENCE OF THE PLEASURES 
OF THE PALATE 

To the Editor of the Reflector 

Mr. Reflector — My husband and I are fond of 
company, and being in easy circumstances, we 
are seldom without a party to dinner two or 
three days in a week. The utmost cordiality 
has hitherto prevailed at our meetings ; but 
there is a young gentleman, a near relation of 
my husband's, that has lately come among us, 
whose preposterous behaviour bids fair, if not 
timely checked, to disturb our tranquillity. He 
is too great a favourite with my husband in other 
respects, for me to remonstrate with him in any 
other than this distant way. A letter printed in 
your publication may catch his eye ; for he is a 
great reader, and makes a point of seeing all the 
new things that come out. Indeed, he is by no 
means deficient in understanding. My husband 
says that he has a good deal of wit ; but for my 
part I cannot say I am any judge of that, having 
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seldom observed him open his mouth, except for 
purposes very foreign to conversation. In short, 
Sir, this young gentleman's failing is, an im- 
moderate indulgence of his palate. The first 
time he dined with us, he thought it necessary 
to extenuate the length of time he kept the 
dinner on the table, by declaring that he had 
taken a very long walk in the morning, and 
came in fasting ; but as that excuse could not 
serve above once or twice at most, he has latterly 
dropped the mask altogether, and chosen to 
appear in his own proper colours without reserve 
or apology. 

You cannot imagine how unpleasant his con- 
duct has become. His way of staring at the 
dishes as they are brought in, has absolutely 
something immodest in it : it is like the stare of 
an impudent man of fashion at a fine woman, 
when she first comes into a room. I am 
positively in pain for the dishes, and cannot help 
thinking they have consciousness, and will be 
put out of countenance, he treats them so like 
what they are not. 

Then again he makes no scruple of keeping a 
joint of meat on the table, after the cheese and 
fruit are brought in, till he has what he calls 
done with it. Now how awkward this looks, 
where there are ladies, you may judge, Mr. 
Reflector, — how it disturbs the order and com- 
fort of a meal. And yet I always make a point 
of helping him first, contrary to all good 
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manners, — before any of my female friends are 
helped, — that he may avoid this very error. I 
wish he would eat before he comes out. 

What makes his proceedings more particularly 
offensive at our house is, that my husband, 
though out of common politeness he is obliged 
to set dishes of animal food before his visitors, 
yet himself and his whole family (myself in- 
cluded) feed entirely on vegetables. We have a 
theory, that animal food is neither wholesome 
nor natural to man ; and even vegetables we 
refuse to eat until they have undergone the 
operation of fire, in consideration of those 
numberless little living creatures which the 
glass helps us to detect in every fibre of the 
plant or root before it be dressed. On the same 
theory we boil our water, which is our only 
drink, before we suffer it to come to table. 
Our children are perfect little Pythagoreans : 
it would do you good to see them in their 
nursery, stuffing their dried fruits, figs, raisins, 
and milk, which is the only approach to animal 
food which is allowed. They have no notion 
how the substance of a creature that ever had 
life can become food for another creature. A 
beefsteak is an absurdity to them ; a mutton- 
chop, a solecism in terms ; a cutlet, a word 
absolutely without any meaning ; a butcher is 
nonsense, except so far as it is taken for a man 
who delights in blood, or a hero. In this happy 
state of innocence we have kept their minds, not 
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allowing them to go into the kitchen, or to hear 
of any preparations for the dressing of animal 
food, or even to know that such things are 
practised. But as a state of ignorance is incom- 
patible with a certain age ; and as my eldest 
girl, who is ten years old next Midsummer, 
must shortly be introduced into the world and 
sit at table with us, where she will see some 
things which will shock all her received notions, 
I have been endeavouring by little and little to 
break her mind, and prepare it for the disagree- 
able impressions which must be forced upon it. 
The first hint I gave her upon the subject, I 
could see her recoil from it with the same 
horror with which we listen to a tale of Anthro- 
pophagism ; but she has gradually grown more 
reconciled to it in some measure, from my 
telling her that it was the custom of the world, 
— to which, however senseless, we must submit 
so far as we could do it with innocence, not to 
give offence ; and she has shewn so much 
strength of mind on other occasions, which I 
have no doubt is owing to the calmness and 
serenity superinduced by her diet, that I am in 
good hopes, when the proper season for her debut 
arrives, she may be brought to endure the sight 
of a roasted chicken or a dish of sweetbreads, for 
the first time, without fainting. Such being 
the nature of our little household, you may guess 
what inroads into the economy of it, — what 
revolutions and turnings of things upside down, 
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the example of such a feeder as Mr. is 

calculated to produce. 

I wonder at a time like the present, when 
the scarcity of every kind of food is so painfully 
acknowledged, that shame has no effect upon 
him. Can he have read Mr. Malthus's Thoughts 
on the Ratio of Food to Population ? Can he 
think it reasonable that one man should consume 
the sustenance of many ? 

The young gentleman has an agreeable air 
and person, such as are not unlikely to recom- 
mend him on the score of matrimony. But his 
fortune is not over large ; and what prudent 
young woman would think of embarking hers 
with a man who would bring three or four 
mouths (or what is equivalent to them) into a 
family ? She might as reasonably choose a 
widower in the same circumstances with three 
or four children. 

I cannot think who he takes after. His 
father and mother, by all accounts, were very 
moderate eaters ; only I have heard that the 
latter swallowed her victuals very fast, and the 
former had a tedious custom of sitting long at 
his meals. Perhaps he takes after both. 

I wish you would turn this in your thoughts, 
Mr. Reflector, and give us your ideas on the 
subject of excessive eating ; and, particularly, of 
animal food. 

HOSPITA. 
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EDAX ON APPETITE 

To the Editor of the Reflector 

Mr. Reflector — I am going to lay before you 
a case of the most iniquitous persecution that 
ever poor devil suffered. 

You must know, then, that I have been 
visited with a calamity ever since my birth. 
How shall I mention it without offending deli- 
cacy ? Yet, out it must. My sufferings, 
then, have all arisen from a most inordinate 
appetite- 



Not for wealth, not for vast possessions, — 
then might I have hoped to find a cure in some 
of those precepts of philosophers or poets, — those 
verba et voces which Horace speaks of : 

quibus hunc lenire dolorem 
Possis, et magnam morbi deponere partem ; 

not for glory, not for fame, not for applause, — 
for against this disease, too, he tells us there 
are certain piacula, or, as Pope has chosen to 
render it, 

rhymes, which fresh and fresh applied, 
Will cure the arrant'st puppy of his pride ; 
199 



EDAX ON APPETITE 

nor yet for pleasure, properly so called : the 
strict and virtuous lessons which I received in 
early life from the best of parents — a pious 
clergyman of the Church of England, now no 
more, — I trust have rendered me sufficiently 
secure on that side : — 

No, sir, for none of these things : but an 
appetite, in its coarsest and least metaphorical 
sense, — an appetite ior food. 

The exorbitances of my arrow-root and pap- 
dish days I cannot go back far enough to 
remember, only I have been told, that my 
mother's constitution not admitting of my being 
nursed at home, the woman who had the care 
of me for that purpose used to make most 
extravagant demands for my pretended excesses 
in that kind ; which my parents, rather than 
believe anything unpleasant of me, chose to 
impute to the known covetousness and mercenary 
disposition of that sort of people. This blind- 
ness continued on their part after I was sent for 
home, up to the period when it was thought 
proper, on account of my advanced age, that I 
should mix with other boys more unreservedly 
than I had hitherto done. I was accordingly 
sent to boarding-school. 

Here the melancholy truth became too 
apparent to be disguised. The prying republic 
of which a great school consists, soon found me 
out : there was no shifting the blame any longer 
upon other people's shoulders, — no good-natured 
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maid to take upon herself the enormities of 
which I stood accused in the article of bread 
and butter, besides the crying sin of stolen ends 
of puddings, and cold pies strangely missing. 
The truth was but too manifest in my looks, 
— in the evident signs of inanition which I 
exhibited after the fullest meals, in spite of the 
double allowance which my master was privately 
instructed by my kind parents to give me. The 
sense of the ridiculous, which is but too much 
alive in grown persons, is tenfold more active 
and alert in boys. Once detected, I was the 
constant butt of their arrows, — the mark against 
which every puny leveller directed his little 
shaft of scorn. The very Graduses and Thesau- 
ruses were raked for phrases to pelt me with by 
the tiny pedants. Ventri natus, — Ventri deditus, 
— Vesana gula, — Escarum gurges, — Dapibus indul- 
gens, — Non dans froena gulce^ — Sedans lautcefercula 
mensce, resounded wheresoever I passed. I led a 
weary life, suffering the penalties of guilt for 
that which was no crime, but only following the 
blameless dictates of nature. The remembrance 
of those childish reproaches haunts me yet often- 
times in my dreams. My school-days come 
again, and the horror I used to feel, when in 
some silent corner retired from the notice of my 
unfeeling play-fellows, I have sat to mumble the 
solitary slice of gingerbread allotted me by the 
bounty of considerate friends, and have ached at 
heart because I could not spare a portion of it, 
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as I saw other boys do, to some favourite boy ; — 
for if I know my own heart, I was never selfish, 
— never possessed a luxury which I did not 
hasten to communicate to others ; but my food, 
alas ! was none ; it was an indispensable neces- 
sary ; I could as soon have spared the blood 
in my veins, as have parted that with my 
companions. 

Well, no one stage of suffering lasts for ever : 
we should grow reconciled to it at length, I 
suppose, if it did. The miseries of my school- 
days had their end ; I was once more restored 
to the paternal dwelling. The affectionate 
solicitude of my parents was directed to the 
good-natured purpose of concealing even from 
myself the infirmity which haunted me. I was 
continually told that I was growing, and the 
appetite I displayed was humanely represented 
as being nothing more than a symptom and an 
effect of that. I used even to be complimented 
upon it. But this temporary fiction could not 
endure above a year or two. I ceased to grow, 
but alas ! I did not cease my demands for 
alimentary sustenance. 

Those times are long since passed, and with 
them have ceased to exist the fond concealment, 
— the indulgent blindness, — the delicate over- 
looking, — the compassionate fiction. I and my 
infirmity are left exposed and bare to the broad, 
unwinking eye of the world, which nothing can 
elude. My meals are scanned, my mouthfuls 
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weighed in a balance : that which appetite de- 
mands, is set down to the account of gluttony, — 
a sin which my whole soul abhors, nay, which 
Nature herself has put it out of my power to 
commit. I am constitutionally disenabled from 
that vice ; for how can he be guilty of excess, 
who never can get enough ? Let them cease, 
then, to watch my plate ; and leave off their 
ungracious comparisons of it to the seven baskets 
of fragments, and the supernaturally replenished 
cup of old Baucis ; and be thankful that their 
more phlegmatic stomachs, not their virtue, 
have saved them from the like reproaches. I 
do not see that any of them desist from eating 
till the holy rage of hunger, as some one calls it, 
is supplied. Alas ! I am doomed to stop short 
of that continence. 

What am I to do ? I am, by disposition, 
inclined to conviviality, and the social meal. I 
am no gourmand : I require no dainties : I 
should despise the board of Heliogabalus, except 
for its long sitting. Those vivacious, long- 
continued meals of the latter Romans, indeed, I 
justly envy ; but the kind of fare which the 
Curii and Dentati put up with, I could be 
content with. Dentatus I have been called, 
among other unsavoury jests. Double -meal is 
another name which my acquaintance have 
palmed upon me, for an innocent piece of policy 
which I put in practice for some time without 
being found out ; which was, — going the round 
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of my friends, beginning with the most primi- 
tive feeders among them, who take their dinner 
about one o'clock, and so successively dropping 
in upon the next and the next, till by the time 
I got among my more fashionable intimates, 
whose hour was six or seven, I have nearly 
made up the body of a just and complete meal 
(as I reckon it), without taking more than one 
dinner (as they account of dinners) at one 
person's house. Since I have been found out, 
I endeavour to make up by a damper, as I call 
it, at home, before I go out. But alas ! with 
me, increase of appetite truly grows by what it 
feeds on. What is peculiarly offensive to me at 
those dinner-parties is, the senseless custom of 
cheese, and the dessert afterwards. I have a 
rational antipathy to the former ; and for fruit, 
and those other vain vegetable substitutes for 
meat (meat, the only legitimate aliment for 
human creatures since the flood, as I take it to 
be deduced from that permission, or ordinance 
rather, given to Noah and his descendants), I 
hold them in perfect contempt. Hay for horses. 
I remember a pretty apologue, which Mande- 
ville tells very much to this purpose in his 
Fable of the Bees : — He brings in a Lion 
arguing with a Merchant, who had ventured to 
expostulate with this king of beasts upon his 
violent methods of feeding. The Lion thus 
retorts: — "Savage I am; but no creature can 
be called cruel but what either by malice or 
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insensibility extinguishes his natural pity. The 
Lion was born without compassion ; we follow 
the instinct of our nature ; the gods have 
appointed us to live upon the waste and spoil 
of other animals, and as long as we can meet 
with dead ones, we never hunt after the living ; 
'tis only man, mischievous man, that can make 
death a sport. Nature taught your stomach to 
crave nothing but vegetables. — (Under favour of 
the Lion, if he meant to assert this universally 
of mankind, it is not true. However, what he 
says presently is very sensible.) — Your violent 
fondness to change, and greater eagerness after 
novelties, have prompted you to the destruction 
of animals without justice or necessity. The 
Lion has a ferment within him, that consumes 
the toughest skin and hardest bones, as well as 
the flesh of all animals without exception. Your 
squeamish stomach, in which the digestive heat 
is weak and inconsiderable, won't so much a& 
admit of the most tender parts of them, unless 
above half the concoction has been performed 
by artificial fire beforehand ; and yet what 
animal have you spared, to satisfy the caprices 
of a languid appetite ? Languid I say ; for 
what is man's hunger if compared with the 
Lion's ? Yours, when it is at the worst, makes 
you faint ; mine makes me mad : oft have I 
tried with roots and herbs to allay the violence 
of it, but in vain ; nothing but large quantities 
of flesh can any ways appease it." — Allowing for 
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the Lion not having a prophetic instinct to take 
in every lusus naiurce that was possible of the 
human appetite, he w^as, generally speaking, in 
the right ; and the Merchant was so impressed 
with his argument that, we are told, he replied 
not, but fainted away. O, Mr. Reflector, that 
I were not obliged to add, that the creature who 
thus argues was but a type of me ! Miserable 
man ! / am that Lion. " Oft have I tried with 
roots and herbs to allay that violence, but in 
vain ; nothing but " 

Those tales which are renewed as often as 
the editors of papers want to fill up a space in 
their unfeeling columns, of great eaters, — people 
that devour whole geese and legs of mutton for 
•wagers, are sometimes attempted to be drawn to 
a parallel with my case. This wilful confound- 
ing of motives and circumstances, which make 
all the difference of moral or immoral in actions, 
just suits the sort of talent which some of my 
• acquaintance pride themselves upon. Wagers ! 
— I thank heaven I was never mercenary, nor 
could consent to prostitute a gift (though but 
a left-handed one) of nature, to the enlarging of 
my worldly substance ; prudent as the necessities, 
which that fatal gift have involved me in, might 
have made such a prostitution to appear in the 
eyes of an indelicate world. 

Rather let me say, that to the satisfaction of 
that talent which was given me, I have been 
content to sacrifice no common expectations ; 
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for such I had from an old lady, a near relation 
of our family, in whose good graces I had the 

fortune to stand, till one fatal evening . 

You have seen, Mr. Reflector, if you have ever 
passed your time much in country towns, the 
kind of suppers which elderly ladies in those 
places have lying in petto in an adjoining 
parlour, next to that where they are entertain- 
ing their periodically-invited coevals with cards 
and muffins. The cloth is usually spread some 
half- hour before the final rubber is decided, 
whence they adjourn to sup upon what may 
emphatically be called nothing. A sliver of 
ham, purposely contrived to be transparent to 
shew the china- dish through it, neighbouring 
a slip of invisible brawn, which abuts upon 
something they call a tartlet, as that is bravely 
supported by an atom of marmalade, flanked in 
its turn by a grain of potted beef, with a power 
of such dishlings, minims of hospitality, spread in 
defiance of human nature, or rather with an 
utter ignorance of what it demands. Being 
engaged at one of these card parties, I was 
obliged to go a little before supper-time (as they 
facetiously call the point of time in which they 
are taking these shadowy refections), and the 
old lady, with a sort of fear shining through 
the smile of courteous hospitality that beamed 
in her countenance, begged me to step into the 
next room and take something before I went 
out in the cold, — a proposal which lay not in 
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my nature to deny. Indignant at the airy 
prospect I saw before me, I set to, and in a 
trice despatched the whole meal intended for 
eleven persons, — fish, flesh, fowl, pastry, — to 
the sprigs of garnishing parsley, and the last 
fearful custard that quaked upon the board, I 
need not describe the consternation, when in 
due time the dowagers adjourned from their 
cards. Where was the supper ? — and the ser- 
vants' answer, Mr. had eat it all. That 

freak, however, jested me out of a good three 
hundred pounds a year, which I afterwards was 
informed for a certainty the old lady meant to 
leave me. I mention it not in illustration of 
the unhappy faculty which I am possessed of; 
for any unlucky wag of a school -boy, with a 
tolerable appetite, could have done as much 
without feeling any hurt after it, — only that 
you may judge whether I am a man likely to 
set my talent to sale, or to require the pitiful 
stimulus of a wager. 

I have read in Pliny, or in some author of 
that stamp, of a reptile in Africa, whose venom 
is of that hot, destructive quality, that where- 
soever it fastens its tooth, the whole substance 
of the animal that has been bitten in a few 
seconds is reduced to dust, crumbles away, and 
absolutely disappears ; it is called from this 
quality, the Annihilator. Why am I forced to 
seek, in all the most prodigious and portentous 
facts of Natural History, for creatures typical 
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of myself. / am that Snake, that Annihilator : 
" wherever I fasten, in a few seconds " 

O happy sick men, that are groaning under 
the want of that very thing, the excess of 
which is my torment ! O fortunate, too for- 
tunate, if you knew your happiness, invalids ! 
What would I not give to exchange this 
fierce concoctive and digestive heat, — this 
rabid fury which vexes me, which tears and 
torments me, — for your quiet, mortified, hermit- 
like, subdued, and sanctified stomachs, — your 
cool, chastened inclinations, and coy desires for 
food! 

To what unhappy figuration of the parts 
intestine I owe this unnatural craving I must 
leave to the anatomists and the physicians to 
determine : they, like the rest of the world, 
have doubtless their eye upon me ; and as I 
have been cut up alive by the sarcasms of my 
friends, so I shudder when I contemplate the 
probability that this animal frame, when its 
restless appetites shall have ceased their impor- 
tunity, may be cut up also (horrible suggestion !) 
to determine in what system of solids or fluids 
this original sin of my constitution lay lurking. 
What work will they make with their acids and 
alkalines, their serums and coagulums, efferves- 
cences, viscous matter, bile, chyle, and acri- 
monious juices, to explain that cause which 
nature, who willed the effect to punish me for 
my sins, may no less have determined to keep 
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in the dark from them, to punish them for their 
presumption. 

You may ask, Mr. Reflector, to what purpose 
is my appeal to you : what can you do for me ? 
Alas ! I know too well that my case is out of 
the reach of advice, — out of the reach of con- 
solation. But it is some relief to the wounded 
heart to impart its tale of misery ; and some of 
my acquaintance, who may read my case in 
your pages, under a borrowed name, may be 
induced to give it a more humane consideration 
than I could ever yet obtain from them under 
my own. Make them, if possible, to reflect, 
that an original peculiarity of constitution is no 
crime ; that not that which goes into the mouth 
desecrates a man, but that which comes out of 
it, — such as sarcasm, bitter jests, mocks and 
taunts, and ill - natured observations ; and let 
them consider, if there be such things (which 
we have all heard of) as Pious Treachery, 
Innocent Adultery, etc., whether there may not 
be also such a thing as Innocent Gluttony. — 
I shall only subscribe myself, your afflicted 
Servant, 

Edax. 
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Mr. H 

A FARCE —IN TWO ACTS 

As it was performed at Drury Lane Theatre, December 1 806 



"■Mr. H.- 



, thou wert damned. Bright shone the 
morning on the play-bills that announced thy appearance, and 
the streets were filled with the buzz of persons asking one 

another if they would go to see Mr. H , and answering 

that they would certainly ; but before night the gaiety, not of 
the author, but of his friends and the town, was eclipsed, for 
thou wert damned ! Hadst thou been anonymous, thou haply 
mightst have lived. But thou didst come to an untimely end 
for thy tricks, and for want of a better name to pass them 
ofF." — Theatrical Examiner. 



CHARACTERS 



Mr. H . 

Belvil . 
Landlord Pry 
Melesinda 
Maid to Melesinda 



Mr. Elliston. 
Mr. Bartley. 
Mr. Wewitzer. 
Miss Mellon. 
Mrs. Harlowe. 



Gentlemen, Ladies, Waiters, Servants, etc. 



SCENE.— Bath. 
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PROLOGUE 

Spoken by Mr. Elliston 

If we have sinn'd in paring down a name, 
All civil well-bred authors do the same, 
Survey the columns of our daily writers — 
You'll find that some Initials are great fighters. 
How fierce the shock, how fatal is the jar. 
When Ensign W. meets Lieutenant R. 
With two stout seconds, just of their own gizzard. 
Cross Captain X. and rough old General Izzard 1 
Letter to letter spreads the dire alarms. 
Till half the Alphabet is up in arms. 
Nor with less lustre have Initials shone. 
To grace the gentler annals of Crim. Con. 
Where the dispensers of the public lash 

Soft penance give — a letter and a dash 

Where vice reduced in size shrinks to a failing. 
And loses half her grossness by curtailing. 
Faux pas are told in such a modest way, — 

The affair of Colonel B with Mrs. A 

You must forgive them — for what is there, say. 
Which such a pliant Vowel must not grant 
To such a very pressing Consonant ? 
Or who poetic justice dares dispute. 
When, mildly melting at a lover's suit. 
The wife's a Liquid, her good man a Mute ? 
Even in the homelier scenes of honest life, 
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The coarse-spun intercourse of man and wife, 

Initials I am told have taken place 

Of Deary, Spouse, and that old-fashion'd race ; 

And Cabbage, ask'd by Brother Snip to tea. 

Replies, " I'll come — but it don't rest with me — 

I always leaves them things to Mrs. C." 

O should this mincing fashion ever spread 

From names of living heroes to the dead. 

How would Ambition sigh, and hang the head. 

As each loved syllable should melt away — 

Her Alexander turn'd into great A. — 

A single C. her Caesar to express — 

Her Scipio shrunk into a Roman S. ; — 

And, nick'd and dock'd to these new modes of 

speech. 
Great Hannibal himself a Mr. H 



ACT I 

SCENE. — A Public Room in an Inn. 

Landlord, Waiters, Gentlemen, etc. Enter Mr. H. 

Mr. H. Landlord, has the man brought 
home my boots ? 

Land. Yes, sir. 

Mr. H. You have paid him ? 

Land. There is the receipt, sir, only not 
quite filled up ; no name, only blank — " Blank, 
Dr. to Zekiel Spanish for one pair of best 
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hessians." Now, sir, he wishes to know what 
name he shall put in — who he shall say " Dr." 

Mr. H. Why, Mr. H., to be sure. 

Land. So I told him, sir ; but Zekiel has 
some qualms about it. He says, he thinks that 
Mr. H. only would not stand good in law. 

Mr. H, Rot his impertinence ! bid him put 
in Nebuchadnezzar, and not trouble me with 
his scruples. 

Land. I shall, sir. \^Exit. 

Enter a Waiter 

Wait. Sir, Squire Level's man is below, 
with a hare and a brace of pheasants for Mr. H. 

Mr. H. Give the man half-a-crown, and bid 
him return my best respects to his master. 
Presents, it seems, will find me out, with any 
name, or no name. 

Enter 2nd Waiter 

2ND Wait. Sir, the man that makes up the 
Directory is at the door. 

Mr. H. Give him a shilling ; that is what 
these fellows come for. 

2ND Wait. He has sent up to know by what 
name your Honour will please to be inserted. 

Mr. H. Zounds, fellow ! I give him a 
shilling for leaving out my name, not for putting 
it in. This is one of the plaguy comforts of 
going anonymous. {Exit 2nd Waiter. 
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Enter ^rd Waiter 

3RD Wait. Two letters for Mr. H. {Exit. 

Mr. H. From ladies {opens them). This 
from Melesinda, to remind me of the morning 
call I promised ; the pretty creature positively 
languishes to be made Mrs. H. I believe I 
must indulge her {affectedly). This from her 
cousin, to bespeak me to some party, I suppose 
{opening it) — Oh, " this evening" — "Tea and 
cards" — {surveying himself with complacency). 
Dear H., thou art certainly a pretty fellow. I 
wonder what makes thee such a favourite among 
the ladies ; I wish it may not be owing to the 
concealment of thy unfortunate pshaw ! 

Enter \th Waiter 

4TH Wait. Sir, one Mr. Printagain is in- 
quiring for you. 

Mr. H. Oh, I remember, the poet : he is 
publishing by subscription. Give him a guinea, 
and tell him he may put me down. 

4TH Wait. What name shall I tell him, sir ? 

Mr. H. Zounds ! he is a poet ; let him fancy 
a name. \_Exit ^th Waiter. 

Enter ^th Waiter 

5TH Wait, Sir, Bartlemy the lame beggar, 
that you sent a private donation to last Monday, 
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has by some accident discovered his benefactor, 
and is at the door waiting to return thanks. 

Mr. H. Oh, poor fellow, who could put it 
into his head ? Now I shall be teased by all 
his tribe, when once this is known. Well, tell 
him I am glad I could be of any service to him, 
and send him away. 

5TH Wait. I would have done so, sir ; but 
the object of his call now, he says, is only to 
know who he is obliged to. 

Mr. H. Why, me. 

5TH Wait. Yes, sir. 

Mr. H. Me, me, me — who else, to be sure ? 

5TH Wait. Yes, sir ; but he is anxious to 
know the name of his benefactor. 

Mr. H. Here is a pampered rogue of a 
beggar, that cannot be obliged to a gentleman 
in the way of his profession, but he must know 
the name, birth, parentage, and education of his 
benefactor. I warrant you, next he will require 
a certificate of one's good behaviour, and a 
magistrate's license in one's pocket, lawfully 

empowering So-and-so to give an alms. 

Anything more ? 

5TH Wait. Yes, sir : here has been Mr. 
Patriot, with the county petition to sign ; and 
Mr. Failtime, that owes so much money, has 
sent to remind you of your promise to bail him. 

Mr. H. Neither of which I can do while I 
have no name. Here is more of the plaguy 
comforts of going anonymous, that one can 
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neither serve one's friend nor one's country. 
Damn it, a man had better be without a nose 
than without a name ! I will not live long in 
this mutilated, dismembered state ; I will to 
Melesinda this instant, and try to forget these 
vexations. Melesinda ! there is music in the 
name ; but then, hang it ! there is none in mine 
to answer to it. [Exit. 

{While Mr. H. has been speaking, two gentlemen 
have been observing him curiously.') 

1ST Gent. Who the devil is this extra- 
ordinary personage ? 

2ND Gent. Who ? why, 'tis Mr. H. 

1ST Gent. Has he no more name ? 

2ND Gent. None that has yet transpired. No 
more ! why, that single letter has been enough 
to inflame the imaginations of all the ladies in 
Bath. He has been here but a fortnight, and is 
already received into all the first families. 

1ST Gent. Wonderful ! yet nobody knows 
who he is, or where he comes from ! 

2ND Gent. He is vastly rich, gives away money 
as if he had infinity ; dresses well, as you see ; 
and for address, the mothers are all dying for 
fear the daughters should get him ; and for the 
daughters, he may command them as absolutely 

as . Melesinda, the rich heiress, 'tis 

thought, will carry him. 

1ST Gent. And is it possible that a mere 

anonymous 

2ND Gent. Phoo ! that is the charm. Who is 
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he ? and What is he ? and What is his name ? 

The man with the great nose on his face 

never excited more of the gaping passion of 
wonderment in the dames of Strasburg than 
this new-comer with the single letter to his 
name has lighted up among the wives and maids 
of Bath ; his simply having lodgings here draws 
more visitors to the house than an election. 
Come with me to the parade, and I will show 
you more of him. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 
In the Street 

Mr. H. walking, Belvil meeting him 

Bel. My old Jamaica schoolfellow, that I 
have not seen for so many years ? it must, it can 
be no other than Jack {going up to him). My 
dear Ho 

Mr. H. {stopping his mouth). Ho ! the 

devil — hush ! 

Bel. Why, sure it is 

Mr. H. It is ; it is your old friend Jack, that 
shall be nameless. 

Bel. My dear Ho 

Mr. H. {stopping him). Don't name it. 

Bel. Name what ? 

Mr. H. My cursed unfortunate name. I 
have reasons to conceal it for a time. 
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Bel. I understand you — Creditors, Jack ? 

Mr, H. No, I assure you. 

Bel. Snapped up a ward, peradventure, and 
the whole Chancery at your heels ? 

Mr. H. I don't use to travel with such 
cumbersome luggage. 

Bel. You ha'n't taken a purse ? 

Mr. H. To relieve you at once from all 
disgraceful conjectures, you must know 'tis 
nothing but the sound of my name. 

Bel. Ridiculous ! 'Tis true yours is none of 
the most romantic, but what can that signify in 
a man ? 

Mr. H. You must understand that I am in 
some credit with the ladies. 

Bel. With the ladies ! 

Mr. H. And truly I think not without some 
pretensions. My fortune 

Bel. Sufficiently splendid, if I may judge 
from your appearance. 

Mr. H. My figure 

Bel. Airy, gay, and imposing. 

Mr. H. My parts 

Bel. Bright. 

Mr. H. My conversation- 



Bel. Equally remote from flippancy and 
taciturnity. 

Mr. H. But then my name — damn my name ! 

Bel. Childish ! 

Mr. H. Not so. Oh ! Belvil, you are blest 
with one which sighing virgins may repeat 
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without a blush, and for it change the paternal. 
But what virgin of any delicacy (and I require 
some in a wife) would endure to be called 
Mrs. ? 

Bel. Ha ! ha ! ha ! most absurd ! Did not 
Clementina Falconbridge — the romantic Clemen- 
tina Falconbridge — fancy Tommy Potts ? and 
Rosabella Sweetlips sacrifice her mellifluous 
appellative to Jack Deady ? Matilda, her cousin, 
married a Gubbins, and her sister Amelia a 
Clutterbuck. 

Mr. H. Potts is tolerable, Deady is sufFer- 
able, Gubbins is bearable, and Clutterbuck is 
endurable, but Ho— 

Bel. Hush ! Jack, don't betray yourself. 
But you are really ashamed of the family name ? 

Mr. H. Ay, and of my father that begot me, 
and my father's father, and all their forefathers 
that have borne it since the Conquest. 

Bel. But how do you know the women are 
so squeamish ? 

Mr. H. I have tried them. I tell you there 
is neither maiden of sixteen nor widow of sixty 
but would turn up their noses at it. I have 
been refused by nineteen virgins, twenty-nine 
relicts, and two old maids. 

Bel. That was hard indeed. Jack ! 

Mr. H. Parsons have stuck at publishing 
the banns, because they averred it was a 
heathenish name ; parents have lingered their 
consent, because they suspected it was a fictitious 
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name ; and rivals have declined my challenges, 
because they pretended it was an ungentle- 
manly name. 

Bel. Ha ! ha ! ha ! but what course do you 
mean to pursue ? 

Mr. H. To engage the affections of some 
generous girl, who will be content to take me 
as Mr. H. 

Bel. Mr. H. ? 

Mr. H. Yes, that is the name I go by here ; 
you know one likes to be as near the truth as 
possible. 

Bel. Certainly. But what then ? — to get 
her to consent 

Mr. H. To accompany me to the altar 

without a name : in short, to suspend her 

curiosity (that is all) till the moment the priest 
shall pronounce the irrevocable charm which 
makes two names one. 

Bel. And that name and then she must 

be pleased, ha ! Jack ? 

Mr. H. Exactly such a girl it has been my 

fortune to meet with. Heark'ee (whispers) 

{musing) yet, hang it ! 'tis cruel to betray her 
confidence. 

Bel. But the family name. Jack ? 

Mr. H. As you say, the family name must 
be perpetuated. 

Bel. Though it be but a homely one. 

Mr. H. True ; but, come, I will show you 
the house where dwells this credulous melting fair. 
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Bel. Ha, ha ! my old friend dwindled down 
to one letter. \^Exeunt. 



SCENE 

An Apartment in Melesinda's House 
Melesinda sola, as if musing 

Mel. H., H., H. ? Sure it must be something 
precious by its being concealed. It can't be 
Homer, that is a heathen's name ; nor Horatio, 
that is no surname ; what if it be Hamlet ? the 
Lord Hamlet — pretty, and I his poor distracted 
Ophelia ! No, 'tis none of these ; 'tis Harcourt 
or Hargrave, or some such sounding name, or 
Howard — high-born Howard — that would do. 
Maybe it is Harley ; methinks my H. resembles 
Harley — the feeling Harley. But I hear him, 
and from his own lips I will once for ever be 
resolved. 

Enter Mr. H. 

Mr. H. My dear Melesinda ! 

Mel. My dear H., that is all you give me 
power to swear allegiance to, — to be enamoured 
of inarticulate sounds, and call with sighs upon an 
empty letter. But I will know. 

Mr. H. My dear Melesinda, press me no 
more for the disclosure of that which in the face 
of day so soon must be revealed. Call it whim, 
humour, caprice in me. Suppose I have sworn 
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an oath never, till the ceremony of our marriage 
is over, to disclose my true name. 

Mel. Oh ! H., H., H., I cherish here a 
fire of restless curiosity which consumes me. 
'Tis appetite, passion ; call it whim, caprice in 
me. Suppose I have sworn I must and will 
know it this very night. 

Mr. H. Ungenerous Melesinda ! I implore 
you to give me this one proof of your confidence. 
The holy vow once past, your H. shall not have 
a secret to withhold. 

Mel. My H. has overcome : his Melesinda 
shall pine away and die before she dares express 
a saucy inclination ; but what shall I call you 
till we are married ? 

Mr. H. Call me ? call me anything. Call 
me Love, Love ! Ay, Love, Love will do very 
well. 

Mel. How many syllables is it. Love ? 

Mr, H. How many ? ud, that is coming to 
the question with a vengeance. One, two, three, 
four, — what does it signify how many syllables ? 

Mel. How many syllables. Love ? 

Mr. H. My Melesinda's mind, I had hoped, 
was superior to this childish curiosity. 

Mel. How many letters are there in it ? 

l^Exit Mr. H., followed by Melesinda 
repeating the question. 
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SCENE 
A Room in the Inn 
Two Waiters disputing 

1ST Wait. Sir Harbottle Hammond, you 
may depend upon it ! 

2ND Wait. Sir Harry Hardcastle, I tell you ! 

1ST Wait. The Hammonds of Huntingdon- 
shire. 

2ND Wait. The Hardcastles of Hertfordshire. 

1ST Wait. The Hammonds. 

2ND Wait. Don't tell me ! does not Hard- 
castle begin with an H ? 

1ST Wait. So does Hammond, for that 
matter. 

2ND Wait. Faith, so it does, if you go to 
spell it. I did not think of that. I begin to be 
of your opinion ; he is certainly a Hammond. 

1ST Wait. Here comes Susan Chambermaid, 
may be she can tell. 

Enter Susan 

Both. Well, Susan, have you heard anything 
who this strange gentleman is ? 

Sus. Haven't you heard ? it's all come out ; 
Mrs. Guesswell, the parson's widow, has been 
here about it. I overheard her talking in confid- 
ence to Mrs. Setter and Mrs. Pointer, and she says 
they were holding a sort of a cummitty about it. 
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Both. What? What? 

Sus. There can't be a doubt of it, she says, 
what from his^^^^r and the appearance he cuts, 
and his sumpshous way of living, and above all 
from the remarkable circumstance that his 
surname should begin with an H., that he must 
be 

Both. Well? Well? 

Sus. Neither more nor less than the 
Prince 

Both. Prince ! 

Sus. The Prince of Hessy-Cassel in disguise. 

Both. Very likely. Very likely. 

Sus. Oh, there can't be a doubt on it. Mrs. 
Guesswell says she knows it. 

1ST Wait. Now, if we could be sure that 
the Prince of Hcssy What-do-you-call-him was 
in England on his travels. 

2ND Wait. Get a newspaper. Look in the 
newspapers. 

Sus. Fiddle of the newspapers ! who else can 
it be ? 

Both. That is very true {gravely). 

Enter Landlord 

Land. Here — Susan ! James ! Philip ! where 
are you all ? The London coach is come in, 
and there is Mr. Fillaside, the fat passenger, has 
been bawling for somebody to help him off with 
his boots. \^rhe Chambermaid and Waiters slip out. 
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[Solus.) The house is turned upside down 
since the strange gentleman came into it. 
Nothing but guessing and speculating, and 
speculating and guessing; waiters and chamber- 
maids getting into corners and speculating, ostlers 
and stable-boys speculating in the yard — I 
believe the very horses in the stable are speculat- 
ing too, for there they stand in a musing posture, 
nothing for them to eat, and not seeming to care 
whether they have anything or no ; and, after 
all, what does it signify ? I hate such curious 
odso, I must take this box up into his bed- 
room — he charged me to see to it myself — I 

hate such inquisitive I wonder what is in 

it ? — it feels heavy. {Reads) " Leases, title- 
deeds, wills." Here, now, a man might satisfy 
his curiosity at once. Deeds must have names 
to them, so must leases and wills." But I 

wouldn't — no I wouldn't it is a pretty box 

too — prettily dovetailed. I admire the fashion 
of it much. But I'd cut my fingers off before 

I'd do such a dirty — what have I to do curse 

the keys, how they rattle ! — rattle in one's 
pockets — the keys and the halfpence {takes out a 
hunch and plays with them). I wonder if any of 
these would fit ? One might just try them ; 
but I wouldn't lift up the lid if they did. Oh 
no, what should I be the richer for knowing ? 
{All this time he tries the keys one by one.) What's 
his name to me ? — a thousand names begin with 
an H. I hate people that are always prying, 
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poking and prying into things, — thrusting their 
finger into one place — a mighty little hole this 
— and their keys into another. O Lord ! little 
rusty fits it ! but what is that to me ? I 
wouldn't go to — no, no — but it is odd little 

rusty should just happen 

[While he is turning up the lid of the box, 
Mr. H. enters behind him unperceived. 

Mr. H. What are you about, you dog ? 

Land. O Lord, sir ! pardon ; no thief, as 
I hope to be saved. Little Pry was always 
honest. 

Mr. H. What else could move you to open 
that box ? 

Land. Sir, don't kill me, and I will confess 
the whole truth. This box happened to be 
lying — that is, I happened to be carrying this 
box, and I happened to have my keys out, and 
so — little rusty happened to fit 

Mr. H. So little rusty happened to fit ! — and 
would not a rope fit that rogue's neck ? I see 
the papers have not been moved — all is safe ; 
but it was as well to frighten him a little [aside). 
Come, Landlord, as I think you honest, and 
suspected you only intended to gratify a little 
foolish curiosity 

Land. That was all, sir, upon my veracity. 

Mr. H. For this time I will pass it over. 
Your name is Pry, I think ? 

Land. Yes, sir, Jeremiah Pry, at your service. 

Mr. H. An apt name ; you have a prying 
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temper ; — I mean, some little curiosity — a sort 
of inquisitiveness about you. 

Land. A natural thirst after knowledge you 
may call it, sir. When a boy, I was never 
easy but when I was thrusting up the lids of 
some of my schoolfellows' boxes, — not to steal 
anything, upon my honour, sir — only to see 
what was in them ; have had pens stuck in 
my eyes for peeping through key-holes after 
knowledge ; could never see a cold pie with the 
legs dangling out at top but my fingers were 
for lifting up the crust, — -just to try if it were 
pigeon or partridge, — for no other reason in the 
world. Surely, I think, my passion for nuts was 
owing to the pleasure of cracking the shell to 
get at something concealed, more than to any 
delight I took in eating the kernel. In short, 
sir, this appetite has grown with my growth. 

Mr. H. You will certainly be hanged some 
day for peeping into some bureau or other, just 
to see what is in it. 

Land. That is my fear, sir. The thumps 
and kicks I have had for peering into parcels, 
and turning of letters inside out, — just for 
curiosity ! The blankets I have been made to 
dance in for searching parish registers for old 
ladies' ages, — just for curiosity ! Once I was 
dragged through a horse-pond, only for peeping 
into a closet that had glass doors to it, while 
my Lady Bluegarters was undressing, — just for 
curiosity ! 
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Mr. H. a very harmless piece of curiosity, 
truly ! And now, Mr. Pry, first have the good- 
ness to leave that box with me, and then do me 
the favour to carry your curiosity so far as to 
inquire if my servants are within. 

Land. I shall, sir. Here ! David ! Jonathan ! 
— I think I hear them coming, — shall make 
bold to leave you, sir. \_Exit. 

Mr. H. Another tolerable specimen of the 
comforts of going anonymous ! 

Enfer two Footmen 

1ST Foot. You speak first. 

2ND Foot. No, you had better speak. 

1ST Foot. You promised to begin. 

Mr. H. They have something to say to me. 
The rascals want their wages raised, I suppose ; 
there is always a favour to be asked when they 
come smiling. Well, poor rogues, service is 
but a hard bargain at the best. I think I must 
not be close with them. Well, David — well, 
Jonathan. 

1ST Foot. We have served your Honour 
faithfully 

2ND Foot. Hope your Honour won't take 
offence 

Mr. H. The old story, I suppose — wages ? 

1ST Foot. That's not it, your Honour. 

2ND Foot, You speak. 

1ST Foot. But if your Honour would just 

be pleased to 
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2ND Foot. Only be pleased to — 

Mr. H. Be quick with what you have to say, 
for I am in haste. 

1ST Foot. Just to 

2ND Foot. Let us know who it is 

1ST Foot. Who it is we have the honour to 
serve. 

Mr. H. Why, me, me, me ! you serve me ! 

2ND Foot. Yes, sir ; but we do not know who 
you are. 

Mr. H. Childish curiosity ! do not you serve 
a rich master, a gay master, an indulgent master ? 

1ST Foot. Ah, sir ! the figure you make is to 
us, your poor servants, the principal mortification. 

2ND Foot. When we get over a pot at the 
public-house, or in a gentleman's kitchen, or 
elsewhere — as poor servants must have their 
pleasures — when the question goes round, who is 
your master ? and who do you serve ? and one 
says, I serve Lord So-and-so, and another, I am 
Squire Such-a-one's footman 

1ST Foot. We have nothing to say for it, but 
that we serve Mr. H. 

2ND Foot. Or Squire H. 

Mr. H. Really you are a couple of pretty 
modest, reasonable personages ; but I hope you 
will take it as no offence, gentlemen, if, upon a 
dispassionate review of all that you have said, I 
think fit not to tell you any more of my name 
than I have chosen, for especial purposes, to 
communicate to the rest of the world. 
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1ST Foot. Why, then, sir, you may suit 
yourself. 

2ND Foot. We tell you plainly, we cannot stay. 

1ST Foot. We don't choose to serve Mr. H. 

2ND Foot. Nor any Mr. or Squire in the 



alphabet- 

ist Foot. That lives in Chris-cross Row. 

Mr. H. Go, for a couple of ungrateful, 
inquisitive, senseless rascals ! Go hang, starve, 
or drown ! Rogues, to speak thus irreverently 
of the alphabet ! I shall live to see you glad to 
serve old Q — to curl the wig of great S — adjust 
the dot of little i — stand behind the chair of X, 
Y, Z — wear the livery of Et~cstera — and ride 
behind the sulky of And-by-it-self-and ! 

l^Exit in a rage. 



ACT II 

SCENE. — A HANDSOME Apartment well lighted. 
Tea, Cards, etc. 

A Large Party of Ladies and Gentlemen, among them 
Melesinda. 

I ST Lady, I wonder when the charming man 
will be here ! 

2ND Lady. He is a delightful creature ! Such 
a polish 

3RD Lady. Such an air in all that he does or 

says 
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4TH Lady. Yet gifted with a strong under- 
standing 

5TH Lady. But has your ladyship the re- 
motest idea of what his true name is ? 

1ST Lady. They say his very servants do not 
know it. His French valet, that has lived with 
him these two years 

2ND Lady. There, Madam, I must beg leave 
to set you right : my coachman 

1ST Lady. I have it from the very best 
authority, my footman 

2ND Lady. Then, Madam, you have set your 
servants on 

1ST Lady. No, Madam, I would scorn any 
such little mean ways of coming at a secret. 
For my part, I don't think any secret of that 
consequence. 

2ND Lady. That's just like me ; I make a 
rule of troubling my head about nobody's business 
but my own. 

Mel. But then she takes care to make every- 
body's business her own, and so to justify herself 
that way {aside). 

1ST Lady. My dear Melesinda, you look 
thoughtful. 

Mel. Nothing. 

2ND Lady. Give it a name. 

Mel. Perhaps it is nameless. 

1ST Lady. As the object Come, never 

blush nor deny it, child. Bless me ! what great 
ugly thing is that, that dangles at your bosom ? 
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Mel. This ? it is a cross : how do you 
like it ? 

2ND Lady. A cross ! Well, to me it looks 
for all the world like a great staring H ? 

[^Here a general laugh. 

Mel. Malicious creatures ! Believe me, it 
is a cross, and nothing but a cross. 

1ST Lady. A cross, I believe, you would 
willingly hang at ! 

Mel. Intolerable spite ! 

[Mr. H. is announced. 

Enter Mr. H. 

1ST Lady. Oh, Mr. H., we are so glad 

2ND Lady. We have been so dull 

3RD Lady. So perfectly lifeless ! You owe 
it to us to be more than commonly entertaining. 

Mr. H. Ladies, this is so obliging 

4TH Lady. Oh, Mr. H., those ranunculas 
you said were dying, pretty things ! they have 
got up 

5TH Lady. I have worked that sprig you 
commended. I want you to come 

Mr. H. Ladies 

6th Lady. I have sent for that piece of 
music from London. 

Mr. H. The Mozart — [seeing Melesinda) — 
Melesinda ! 

Several Ladies at once. Nay, positively, 
Melesinda, you shan't engross him all to yourself. 
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[While the Ladies are pressing about Mr. H. 
the Gentlemen show signs of displeasure. 

1ST Gent. We shan't be able to edge in a 
word, now this coxcomb is come. 

2ND Gent. Damn him ! I will affront him. 

1ST Gent. Sir, with your leave, I have a 
word to say to one of these ladies. 

2ND Gent. If we could be heard 

[The Ladies pay no attention but to Mr. H. 

Mr. H. You see, gentlemen, how the matter 
stands. [Hums an air.) I am not my own 
master : positively, I exist and breathe but to be 
agreeable to these Did you speak ? 

I St Gent. And affects absence of mind, 
Puppy ! 

Mr. H. Who Spoke of absence of mind ? — 
did you. Madam ? How do you do, Lady 
Wearwell — how do ? I did not see your lady- 
ship before. What was I about to say ? — oh ! 
— absence of mind. I am the most unhappy 
dog in that way — sometimes spurt out the 
strangest things — the most mal-a-propos — without 
meaning to give the least offence, upon my 
honour — sheer absence of mind — things I would 
have given the world not to have said. 

1ST Gent. Do you hear the coxcomb ? 

1ST Lady. Great wits, they say 

2ND Lady. Your fine geniuses are most 
given 

3RD Lady. Men of bright parts are commonly 

too vivacious 
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Mr. H. But you shall hear. I was to dine 
the other day at a great nabob's, that must be 
nameless, who, between ourselves, is strongly 
suspected of — being very rich, that's all. John, 
my valet, who knows my foible, cautioned me, 
while he was dressing me — as he usually does 
where he thinks there's a danger of my com- 
mitting a lapsus — to take care in my conversation 
how I made any allusion, direct or indirect, to 
presents — you understand me ? I set out double- 
charged with my fellow's consideration and my 
own, and, to do myself justice, behaved with 
tolerable circumspection for the first half hour 
or so — till at last a gentleman in company, who 
was indulging a free vein of raillery at the expense 
of the ladies, stumbled upon that expression of 
the poet which calls them " fair defects." 

1ST Lady. It is Pope, I believe, who says it. 

Mr. H. No, Madam, Milton. Where was 
I ? Oh, " fair defects." This gave occasion to 
a critic in company to deliver his opinion on 
the phrase — that led to an enumeration of all 
the various words which might have been used 
instead of " defect," as want, absence, poverty, 
deficiency, lack. This moment I, who had not 
been attending to the progress of the argument 
(as the denoument will show), starting suddenly 
up out of one of my reveries, by some unfortunate 
connection of ideas, which the last fatal word 
had excited, the devil put it into my head to 
turn round to the Nabob, who was sitting next 
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me, and in a very marked manner (as it seemed 
to the company) to put the question to him, 
" Pray, sir, what may be the exact value of a lac 
of rupees ? " You may guess the confusion 
w^hich followed. 

I ST Lady. What a distressing circumstance ! 

2ND Lady. To a delicate mind 

3RD Lady. How embarrassing 

4TH Lady. I declare I quite pity you. 

1ST Gent. Puppy ! 

Mr. H. a Baronet at the table, seeing my 
dilemma, jogged my elbow ; and a good-natured 
Duchess, who does everything with a grace 
peculiar to herself, trod on my toes at that 
instant : this brought me to myself, and — covered 
with blushes, and pitied by all the ladies — I 
withdrew. 

1ST Lady. How charmingly he tells a story ! 

2ND Lady. But how distressing ! 

Mr. H. Lord Squandercounsel, who is my 
particular friend, was pleased to rally me in his 
inimitable way upon it next day. I shall never 
forget a sensible thing he said on the occasion — 
speaking of absence of mind, my foible — says he, 
my dear Hogs 

Several Ladies. Hogs what ? — ha ! 

Mr. H. My dear Hogsflesh — my name — 
{here a universal scream) — Oh, my cursed un- 
fortunate tongue ! — H., I mean — Where was I ? 

1ST Lady. Filthy ! — abominable ! 

2ND Lady. Unutterable ! 
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3RD Lady. Hogs foh ! 

4TH Lady. Disgusting ! 

5TH Lady. Vile ! 

6th Lady. Shocking ! 

1ST Lady. Odious ! 

2ND Lady. Hogs pah ! 

3RD Lady. A smelling bottle — look to Miss 
Melesinda. Poor thing ! it is no wonder. You 
had better keep off from her, Mr. Hogsflesh, 
and not be pressing about her in her circum- 
stances. 

1ST Gent. Good time of day to you, Mr. 
Hogsflesh ! 

2ND Gent. The compliments of the season 
to you, Mr. Hogsflesh ! 

Mr. H. This is too much — flesh and blood 
cannot endure it. 

1ST Gent. What flesh ? hog's-flesh ? 

2ND Gent. How he sets up his bristles ! 

Mr. H. Bristles ! 

1ST Gent. He looks as fierce as a hog in 
armour. 

Mr. H. a hog ! Madam ! {here he 

severally accosts the Ladies, who by turns repel him) . 

1ST Lady. Extremely obliged to you for 
your attentions ; but don't want a partner. 

2ND Lady. Greatly flattered by your prefer- 
ence ; but believe I shall remain single. 

3RD Lady. Shall always acknowledge your 
politeness ; but have no thoughts of altering my 
condition. 
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4TH Lady. Always be happy to respect you 
as a friend ; but you must not look for anything 
further. 

5TH Lady. No doubt of your ability to 
make any woman happy ; but have no thoughts 
of changing my name. 

6th Lady. Must tell you, sir, that if, by 
your insinuations, you think to prevail with me, 
you have got the wrong sow by the ear. Does 
he think any lady would go to pig with him .? 

Old Lady. Must beg you to be less par- 
ticular in your addresses to me. Does he take 
me for a Jew, to long after forbidden meats ? 

Mr. H. I shall go mad ! — to be refused by 
old Mother Damnable — she that's so old, nobody 
knows whether she was ever married or no, but 
passes for a maid by courtesy ; her juvenile 
exploits being beyond the farthest stretch of 
tradition ! — old Mother Damnable ! 

[Exeunt all, either pitying or seeming to avoid him. 

SCENE 
The Street 

Belvil and another Gentleman 

Bel. Poor Jack ! I am really sorry for him. 
The account which you give me of his mortify- 
ing change of reception at the assembly would 
be highly diverting if it gave me less pain to 
hear it. With all his amusing absurdities, and 
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amongst them — not the least — a predominant 
desire to be thought well of by the fair sex, he 
has an abundant share of good-nature, and is a 
man of honour. Notwithstanding all that has 
happened, Melesinda may do worse than take 
him yet. But did the women resent it so deeply 
as you say ? 

Gent. Oh, intolerably ! They fled him as 
fearfully, when 'twas once blown, as a man would 
be avoided who was suddenly discovered to have 
marks of the plague, and as fast, — when before 
they had been ready to devour the foolishest 
thing he could say. 

Bel. Ha ! ha ! so frail is the tenure by 
which these women's favourites commonly hold 
their envied pre-eminence ! Well, I must go 
find him out and comfort him. I suppose I 
shall find him at the inn. 

Gent. Either there or at Melesinda's. Adieu ! 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE 

Mr. H 's Apartment 

Mr. H. (solus). Was ever anything so morti- 
fying ? to be refused by old Mother Damnable ! 
— with such parts and address, and the little 
squeamish devils to dislike me for a name — a 
sound ! — Oh, my cursed name ! that it was 
something I could be revenged on ! if it were 
alive, that I might tread upon it, or crush it, or 
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pummel it, or kick it, or spit it out — for it sticks 
in my throat and will choke me. 

My plaguy ancestors ! if they had left me but a 
Van or a Mac, or an Irish O', it had been some- 
thing to qualify it. — Mynheer Van Hogsflesh, 
— or Sawney MacHogsflesh, — or Sir Phelim 

O'Hogsflesh, — but downright blunt . If it 

had been any other name in the world, I could 
have borne it. If it had been the name of a 
beast, as Bull, Fox, Kid, Lamb, Wolf, Lion; or 
of a bird, as Sparrow, Hawk, Buzzard, Daw, 
Finch, Nightingale ; or of a fish, as Sprat, 
Herring, Salmon ; or the name of a thing, as 
Ginger, Hay, Wood ; or of a colour, as Black, 
Gray, White, Green ; or of a sound, as Bray ; 
or the name of a month, as March, May ; or 
of a place, as Barnet, Baldock, Hitchin ; or the 
name of a coin, as Farthing, Penny, Twopenny ; 
or of a profession, as Butcher, Baker, Carpenter, 
Piper, Fisher, Fletcher, Fowler, Glover ; or a 
Jew's name, as Solomons, Isaacs, Jacobs ; or 
a personal name, as Foot, Leg, Crookshanks, 
Heaviside,Sidebottom, Longbottom, Ramsbottom, 
Winterbottom ; or a long name, as Blanchen- 
hagen, or Blanchenhausen ; or a short name, as 
Crib, Crisp, Crips, Tag, Trot, Tub, Phips, 
Padge, Papps, or Prig, or Wig, or Pip, or Trip ; 

Trip had been something, but Ho 

[JValks about in great agitation, — recovering his 
calmness a little, sits down. 

Farewell the most distant thoughts of marriage; 
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— the finger-circling ring, the purity-figuring 
glove, the envy-pining bridesmaids, the wishing 
parson, and the simpering clerk ! Farewell the 
ambiguous blush-raising joke, the titter-provoking 
pun, the morning-stirring drum ! — No son of 
mine shall exist to bear my ill-fated name ! No 
nurse come chuckling to tell me it is a boy ! 
No midwife, leering at me from under the lids 
of professional gravity ! I dreamed of caudle (sings 
in a melancholy tone) — Lullaby, Lullaby, — hush-a- 
by-baby ! — how like its papa it is! — (makes motions 
as if he was nursing). And then, when grown up, 
" Is this your son, sir ? " " Yes, sir, a poor copy 
of me, — a sad young dog ! — -just what his father 
was at his age. I have four more at home." 
Oh! oh! oh! 

Enter Landlord 

Mr. H. Landlord, I must pack up to-night ; 
you will see all my things got ready. 

Land. Hope your Honour does not intend to 
quit the " Blue Boar," — sorry anything has 
happened. 

Mr. H. He has heard it all. 

Land. Your Honour' has had some mortifica- 
tion, to be sure, as a man may say ; you have 
brought your pigs to a fine market. 

Mr. H. Pigs ! 

Land. What then ? take old Pry's advice, 
and never mind it. Don't scorch your crackling 
for 'em, sir. 
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Mr. H. Scorch my crackling ! — a queer 
phrase ; but I suppose he don't mean to affront 
me. 

Land. What is done can't be undone ; you 
can't make a silken purse out of a sow's ear. 

Mr. H. As you say, landlord, thinking of a 
thing does but augment it. 

Land. Does but hogment it, indeed, sir. 

Mr. H. Hogment it! — damn it! I said 
augment it. 

Land. Lord, sir, 'tis not everybody has such 
gift of fine phrases as your Honour, that can lard 
his discourse. 

Mr. H. Lard I 

Land. Suppose they do smoke you 

Mr. H. Smoke me ? 

Land. One of my phrases ; never mind my 
words, sir, my meaning is good. We all mean the 
same thing, only you express yourself one way, 
and I another, that's all. The meaning's the 
same ; it is all pork. 

Mr. H. That's another of your phrases, I 
presume. \_Bell rings, and the landlord called for. 

Land. Anon, anon. 

Mr. H. Oh, I wish I were anonymous ! 

\_Exeunt several ways. 
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SCENE 

Melesinda's Apartment 

Melesinda and Maid 

Maid. Lord, Madam ! before I'd take on as 
you do about a foolish — what signifies a name ? 
Hogs — Hogs — what is it ? — is just as good as 
any other, for what I see. 

Mel. Ignorant creature ! yet she is perhaps 
blest in the absence of those ideas which, while 
they add a zest to the few pleasures which fall to 
the lot of superior natures to enjoy, doubly edge 
the 

Maid. Superior natures ! — a fig ! If he's 
hog by name, he's not hog by nature — that don't 
follow ; his name don't make him anything, does 
it ? He don't grunt the more for it, nor squeak, 
that ever I hear ; he likes his victuals out of a 
plate, as other Christians do ; you never see 
him go to the trough 

Mel. Unfeeling wretch ! yet possibly her 
intentions 

Maid. For instance. Madam, my name is 
Finch — Betty Finch. I don't whistle the more 
for that, nor long after canary-seed while I can 
get good wholesome mutton — no, nor you can't 
catch me by throwing salt on my tail. If you 
come to that, hadn't I a young man used to come 
after me — they said courted me — his name was 
Lion — Francis Lion, a tailor ; but though he 
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was fond enough of me, for all that, he never 
offered to eat me. 

Mel. How fortunate that the discovery has 
been made before it was too late ! Had I 
listened to his deceits, and, as the perfidious man 
had almost persuaded me, precipitated myself 
into an inextricable engagement before 

Maid. No great harm if you had. You'd 
only have bought a pig in a poke — and what 
then ? Oh, here he comes creeping 

Enter Mr. H., abject 

Go to her, Mr. Hogs — Hogs — Hogsbristles 
— what's your name ? Don't be afraid, man — 
don't give it up — she's not crying — only summat 
has made her eyes red — she has got a sty in her 
eye, I believe — {going). 

Mel. You are not going, Betty ? 

Maid. Oh, Madam, never mind me — I shall 
be back in the twinkling of a pig's whisker, as 
they say. \_Exit. 

Mr. H. Melesinda, you behold before you a 
wretch who would have betrayed your confidence, 
but it was love that prompted him ; who would 
have tricked you by an unworthy concealment 
into a participation of that disgrace which a 
superficial world has agreed to attach to a name 
— but with it you would have shared a fortune 
not contemptible, and a heart — but 'tis over now. 
That name he is content to bear alone — to go 
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where the persecuted syllables shall be no more 
heard, or excite no meaning — some spot where 
his native tongue has never penetrated, nor any 
of his countrymen have landed, to plant their 
unfeeling satire, their brutal wit, and national ill 

manners — where no Englishman {Here 

Melesinda, who has been pouting during this speech, 
fetches a deep sigh.) Some yet undiscovered 
Otaheite, where witless, unapprehensive savages 
shall innocently pronounce the ill-fated sounds, 
and think them not inharmonious. 

Mel. Oh ! 

Mr. H. Who knows but among the female 
natives might be found 

Mel. Sir ! {raising her head) . 

Mr. H. One who would be more kind than 
— some Oberea — Queen Oberea. 

Mel. Oh ! 

Mr. H. Or what if I were to seek for proofs 
of reciprocal esteem among unprejudiced African 
maids in Monomotopa ? 

Enter Servant 
Serv. Mr. Belvil. \_Exit. 

Enter Belvil 

Mr. H. In Monomotopa {musing). 

Bel. Heyday, Jack ! what means this mor- 
tified face ? nothing has happened, I hope, 
between this lady and you ? I beg pardon, 
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Madam, but understanding my friend was with 
you, I took the liberty of seeking him here. 
Some little difference possibly which a third 
person can adjust — not a word — will you, 
Madam, as this gentleman's friend, suffer me to 
be the arbitrator — strange ! — hark'ee, Jack, 
nothing has come out, has there ? — you under- 
stand me. Oh, I guess how it is — somebody 
has got at your secret. You haven't blabbed 
it yourself, have you ? — ha ! ha ! ha ! I could 
find in my heart — Jack, what would you give 
me if I should relieve you 

Mr. H. No power of man can relieve me 
{sighs), but it must lie at the root — gnawing at 
the root — here it will lie. 

Bel. No power of man ? — not a common 
man, I grant you ; for instance, a subject — it's 
out of the power of any subject. 

Mr. H. Gnawing at the root — -there it will 
lie. 

Bel, Such a thing has been known as a name 
to be changed ; but not by a subject {shows a 
Gazette) . 

Mr. H. Gnawing at the root {suddenly snatches 
the paper out of Belvil's hand) ; ha ! pish ! non- 
sense ! give it me — what ! {reads) promotions, 
bankrupts — a great many bankrupts this week — 
there it will lie {lays it down, takes it up again, 
and reads) — "The King has been graciously 
pleased " — gnawing at the root — " graciously 
pleased to grant unto John Hogsflesh " — the 
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devil — " Hogsflesh, Esq., of Sty Hall, in the 
county of Hants, his royal license and authority " 
— O Lord ! O Lord ! — " that he and his issue " 

— me and my issue — " may take and use the 
surname and arms of Bacon " — Bacon, the sur- 
name and arms of Bacon ! — " in pursuance of an 
injunction contained in the last will and testa- 
ment of Nicholas Bacon, Esq., his late uncle, as 
well as out of grateful respect to his memory : " 

— grateful respect, poor old soul ! here's 

more — " and that such arms may be first duly 
exemplified" — they shall, I will take care of 
that — " according to the laws of arms, and 
recorded in the Heralds' Office." 

Bel. Come, Madam, give me leave to put 
my own interpretation upon your silence, and 
to plead for my friend, that now that only 
obstacle which seemed to stand in the way of 
your union is removed, you will suffer me to 
complete the happiness which my news seems 
to have brought him, by introducing him with 
a new claim to your favour, by the name of 
Mr. Bacon. {^Takes their hands and joins them, 
which Melesinda seems to give consent to with a 
smile ^ 

Mr. H. Generous Melesinda ! — my dear 
friend — " he and his issue," — me and my issue 
— O Lord ! 

Bel. I wish you joy, Jack, with all my 
heart ! 

Mr. H. Bacon, Bacon, Bacon — how odd it 
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sounds ! I could never be tired of hearing it. 
There was Lord Chancellor Bacon. Methinks 
I have some of the Verulam blood in me already 
— methinks I could look through Nature — there 
was Friar Bacon, a conjurer — I feel as if I could 
conjure too 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Two young ladies and an old lady are 
at the door, inquiring if you see company, 
Madam. 

Mr. H. " Surname and arms " 

Mel. Show them up. — My dear Mr. Bacon, 
moderate your joy ! 



Enter three Ladies^ being fart of those who were at the 
Assembly 

1ST Lady. My dear Melesinda, how do you 
do.? 

2ND Lady. How do you do ? We have been 
SO concerned for you 

Old Lady. We have been so concerned — 
{seeing him) Mr. Hogsflesh 

Mr. H. There's no such person — nor there 
never was — nor 'tis not fit there should be — 
" surname and arms " 

Bel. It is true what my friend would express ; 
we have been all in a mistake, ladies. Very 
true, the name of this gentleman was what you 
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call it, but it is so no longer. The succession 
to the long-contested Bacon estate is at length 
decided, and with it my friend succeeds to the 
name of his deceased relative. 

Mr. H. " His Majesty has been graciously 
pleased " 

1ST Lady. I am sure we all join in hearty 
congratulations — {sighs) . 

2ND Lady. And wish you joy with all our 
hearts — {heighho /). 

Old Lady. And hope you will enjoy the 
name and estate many years — (cries). 

Bel. Ha ! ha ! ha ! mortify them a little, 
Jack. 

1ST Lady. Hope you intend to stay 

2ND Lady. With us some time 

Old Lady. In these parts. 

Mr. H. Ladies, for your congratulations I 
thank you ; for the favours you have lavished 
on me, and in particular for this lady's {turning 
to the old Lady) good opinion, I rest your debtor. 
As to any future favours — [accosts them severally 
in the order in which he was refused by them 
at the assembly) — Madam, shall always acknow- 
ledge your politeness ; but at present, you see, 
I am engaged with a partner. Always be happy 
to respect you as a friend, but you must not look 
for anything further. Must beg of you to be 
less particular in your addresses to me. Ladies 
all, with this piece of advice, of Bath and 
you — 
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Your ever grateful servant takes his leave. 

Lay your plans surer when you plot to grieve ; 

See, while you kindly mean to mortify 

Another, the wild arrow do not fly. 

And gall yourself. For once you've been mis- 
taken ; 

Your shafts have miss'd their aim — Hogsflesh 
has saved his Bacon ! 
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Curious Fragments (p. i). — Published in 1801, in the 
small volume containing yohn Woodvil. 

In March 1800 Lamb, writing to Manning about his plans 
and projects, tells how Coleridge had introduced him to 
Daniel Stuart of the Morning Post : — " He has lugged me to 
the brink of engaging to a newspaper, and has suggested to me 
for a first plan the forgery of a supposed manuscript of Burton, 
the anatomist of melancholy." Six months later he has to 
write that his idea of furnishing poHtical squibs to the Post 
had come to nothing ; but adds, " I had struck ofF two 
imitations of Burton, quite abstracted from any modern 
allusions, which it was my intent only to lug in from time 
to time to make 'em popular. Stuart has got these with an 
introductory letter ; but not hearing from him, I have ceased 
from my labours, but I write to him to-day to get a final 
answer. I am afraid they won't do for a paper. Burton is a 
scarce gentleman, not much known, else I had done 'em 
pretty well. I have also hit ofF a few Hnes in the name of 
Burton, being a Conceit of Diabolic Possession. Burton was a 
man often assailed by deepest melancholy, and at other times 
much given to laughing and jesting, as is the way with 
melancholy men. I will send them you ; they were almost 
extempore, and no great things ; but you will indulge them." 
They were not found suitable for the Morning Post. " Fate 
and ' Wisest Stuart ' say. No," and Lamb accordingly printed 
them in the following year with his fohn Woodvil, having in 
the meantime changed the name of the lines from Conceit of 
Diabolic Possession to Hypochondriacus. 
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Recollections of Christ's Hospital (p. 13). — A paper contri- 
buted by Lamb to the Gentleman s Magazine in 1813. It 
appeared in two instalments — in the June of that year, and in 
the supplement to the annual volume. When Lamb reprinted 
the essay in his volume of 18 18 he omitted the opening 
paragraphs, w^hich w^ere as followrs : — 

" A great deal has been said about the governors of this 
Hospital abusing their right of presentation by presenting the 
children of opulent parents to the Institution. This may have 
been the case in an instance or two ; and what wonder, in an 
establishment consisting, in town and country, of upwards of a 
thousand boys ! But I believe there is no great danger of an 
abuse of this sort ever becoming very general. There is an old 
quality in human nature which will perpetually present an 
adequate preventive to this evil. While the coarse blue coat 
and the yellow hose shall continue to be the costume of the 
school (and never may modern refinement innovate upon 
the venerable fashion !) the sons of the aristocracy of this 
country, cleric or laic, will not often be obtruded upon this 
seminary. 

" I own I wish there were more room for such complaints. 
I cannot but think that a sprinkling of the sons of respectable 
parents among them has an admirable tendency to liberalise 
the whole mass, and that to the great proportion of clergymen's 
children in particular which are to be found among them it is 
owing that the foundation has not long since degenerated into 
a mere charity-school, as it must do upon the plan so hotly 
recommended by some reformists, of recruiting its ranks from 
the offspring of none but the very lowest of the people. 

" I am not learned enough in the history of the Hospital to 
say by what steps it may have departed from the letter of its 
original charter ; but, believing it, as it is at present con- 
stituted, to be a great practical benefit, I am not anxious to 
revert to first principles, to overturn a positive good, under 
pretence of restoring something which existed in the days of 
Edward the Sixth, when the face of everything around us was 
as different as can be from the present. Since that time the 
opportunities of instruction to the very lowest classes (of as 
much instruction as may be beneficial and not pernicious to 
them) have multiplied beyond what the prophetic spirit of the 
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first suggester of this charity i could have predicted, or the 
wishes of that holy man have even aspired to. There are 
parochial schools, and Bell's and Lancaster's, with their arms 
open to receive every son of ignorance, and disperse the last 
fog of uninstructed darkness which dwells upon the land. 
What harm, then, if in the heart of this noble city, there 
should be left one receptacle where parents of rather more 
liberal views, but whose time-straitened circumstances do not 
admit of affording their children that better sort of education 
which they themselves, not without cost to their parents, have 
received, may without cost send their sons .'' For such Christ's 
Hospital unfolds her bounty." 

What was the immediate occasion of Lamb's paper it is 
impossible to say, but about four years previously the question 
of the right of governors to present certain candidates, sons of 
gentlemen, to the foundation, had arisen and been discussed 
with some bitterness in the newspapers of the day. The son 
of the Vicar of Edmonton, a Mr. Dawson Warren, had been 
presented to the school, and a member of the Common Council 
had drawn attention to the case as contrary to the spirit of the 
regulations in force as to candidates for admission. The ques- 
tion was carefully inquired into, and after much debate the case 
of Mr. Warren's son was decided in his favour, and a committee 
drew up a new form of presentation which has remained sub- 
stantially in force to the present day. It is obviously to this 
incident, and the public interest aroused by it, that the opening 
sentences of the original essay refer. 

Lamb reprinted the bulk of his essay under its present title 
(it had been originally headed On Christ^ s Hospital, and the 
character of the Christ's Hospital Boys) in his collected works 
in 1818. Two years later he followed it up with the Elia 
Essay, Christ's Hospital five and thirty years ago, in which 
(assuming the character of a second writer criticising his pre- 
decessor) he deals in lighter fashion with some other aspects 
of the school. The character of James Boyer, the headmaster, 
is drawn in both essays with the utmost frankness. Coleridge, 
in his Table Talk, relates some experiences which leave no 
doubt that Lamb's picture was not overdrawn. " The discipline 

1 Bishop Ridley, in a sermon preached before King Edward the 
Sixth. 
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at Christ's Hospital in my time was ultra-Spartan ; all domestic 
ties were to be put aside. ' Boy ! ' I remember Boyer saying 
to me once when I was crying the first day of my return after 
the holidays, 'Boy ! the school is your father ! Boy! the school 
is your mother ! Boy ! the school is your brother ! Boy ! 
the school is your sister ! the school is your first cousin, and 
your second cousin, and all the rest of your relations ! Let's 
have no more crying ! ' " 

On the Tragedies of Shakspeare (p. 33). — From Leigh 
Hunt's Reflector, where it appeared in 181 1, under the title 
of Theatralia, No. I, on Garrick and Acting. It was signed 
with the letter " X." 

In my Memoir of Charles Lamb, I have dwelt upon the 
curious mixture of truth and paradox supplied by this essay. The 
most obvious criticism upon the paper is that it proves too much, 
and makes all theatrical representations not only superfluous, but 
actually injurious to the effect of a drama. Lamb seems to have 
awakened to a consciousness of this before the close of his 
argument, for he admits that the method employed would 
extend with equal force to Shakspeare's comedies, and that it 
would be " no very difficult task " to show " why FalstafF, 
Shallow, Sir Hugh Evans and the rest, are equally incompatible 
with stage representation." Happily, we possess such criticism 
of Lamb's upon the best acting of his day as shows that he 
could on occasion feel very strongly what the drama may owe 
to its interpreters on the stage. We have only to recall his 
description of Mrs. Jordan's Viola or Bensley's Malvolio. In 
fact, while we read the present paper we are reminded of a story 
of the late Charles Austin and the prize essay, and feel that 
Lamb could have written, if not "a much better one," certainly 
one at least as good " on the other side." It is hardly needful to 
point out that the essay contains some of the noblest criticism 
ever written, and that in protesting against the eighteenth 
century adapters of Shakspeare, Lamb was doing an unexampled 
service to the cause of true art. Cibber's version of Richard 
III. kept the stage up to yesterday ; Tate's Lear was finally 
set aside by Macready in 1838. 

The following letter of Lamb's, bearing on the subject of 
these alterations of Shakspeare, may appropriately be given here. 
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It is practically new, for it was contributed to the Spectator 
in November 1828, and has never (to my knowledge) been 
reprinted : — 

"Shakspe are's Improvers 

" To the Editor of the Spectator 



CC( 



•Sir- — Partaking in your indignation at the sickly stuff 
interpolated by Tate in the genuine play of King Lear, I beg 
to lay before you certain kindred enormities that you may be 
less aware of, which that co-dilutor of Sternhold and Hopkins, 
with his compeers, were suffered — nay, encouraged — by an 
English public of a century and a half ago to perpetrate upon 
the dramas of Shakspeare. 

" I speak from imperfect recollection of one of these new 
versions which I have seen, namely, of Coriolanus — by the 
same hand which touched up King Lear — in which he, the 
said Nahum, not deeming his author's catastrophe enough 
striking, makes Aufidius (if my memory fail me not) violate 
the person of the wife, and mangle the body of the little son 
of his Roman rival. Shadwell, another improver, in his version 
of Timon of Athens, a copy of which (167I-) is lying before me, 
omits the character of Flavius, the kind-hearted steward, that 
fine exception to the air of general perfidy in the play, which 
would else be too oppressive to reader or spectator ; and substi- 
tutes for it a kind female who is supposed to be attached to 
Timon to the last, thus making the moral of the piece to consist 
in showing, not the hollowness of friendships conciliated by a 
mere imdistinguishing prodigality, but the superiority of 
woman's love to the friendships of men. Evandra too has 
a rival in the affections of the noble Athenian. So impossible 
did these blockheads imagine it to be to interest the feelings 
of an audience without an intrigue, that the misanthrope 
Timon must whine and the daughterly Cordelia must whimper 
their love affections before they could hope to touch the gentle 
hearts in the boxes ! Had one of these gentry taken in hand 
to improve the fine Scriptural story of Joseph and his brethren, 
we should have had a love-passion introduced to make the 
mere fraternal interest of the piece go down — an episode of the 
amours of Reuben or Issachar with the fair Mizraim of Egypt. 
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"Thus Evandra closes the eyes of Shadwell's dying Timon, 
who it seems has poisoned himself: — 

' Evan. Oh my dear Lord ! why do you stoop and bend 
Like flowers o'ercharged with dew, whose yielding stalks 
Cannot support them ? 

' TiMON. So now my weary pilgrimage on earth 
Is almost finished ! now my best Evandra, 
I charge thee by our loves, our mutual loves. 
Live, and live happy after me, and if 
A thought of Timon comes into thy mind. 
And brings a tear from thee — 

{What then? why, then) 

let some diversion 
Banish it.' 

And so, after some more drivel of the same stamp, the noble 
Timon dies. And was not this a dainty dish to set before an 
audience of the Duke's Theatre in the year 167!^.'' Yet 
Betterton then acted Timon, and his wife Evandra. 

"I now come to the London Acting Edition oi Macbeth of 
the same date, 1678 (played, if I remember, by the same 
players at the same house), from which I made a few rough 
extracts when I visited the British Museum for the sake of 
selecting from the ' Garrick Plays.' As I can scarcely expect 
to be believed upon my own word, as to what our ancestors at 
that time were willing to accept for Shakspeare, I refer the 
reader to that collection to verify my report. Who the im- 
prover ^ was in this instance we are left to guess, for the title 
page leaves us to conjecture. Possibly the players each one 
separately contributed his new reading, which was silently 
adopted. Flesh and blood could not at this time of day submit 
to a thorough perusal of the thing ; but, from a glance or two 
of casual inspection, I am enabled to lay before the reader a 
few flowers. In one of the lyric parts Hecate is made to say — 

— ' On a corner of the moon, 
A drop my spectacles have found, 
I'll catch it.' 

" Hecate, the solemn president of classic enchantments, 

1 Mr. Swinburne points out to me that it was Sir William 
Davenant. 
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thence adopted into the romantic — the triform Hecate — wear- 
ing spectacles to assist old sight ! — (No. 4 or No. 5, as the 
opticians class them, is not said) — one may as well fancy- 
Cerberus in a bran-new collar, or the 'dreaded name of 
Demogorgon' in jack-boots. Among the ingredients of the 
cauldron is enumerated, not a tiger's, but — what ? Reader — 

'A Dutchman's chawdron.' 

" We were about that time engaged in a war with Holland. 
Again, MacdufF being about to journey across the heath, — the 
' blasted heath,' — answers his lady who cautiously demands of 
him, 'Are you afoot ? ' — 

' Knowing the way to be both short and easy, 
And that the chariot did attend me here, 
I have adventured ' — 

From which we may infer that the Thane of Fife lived as a 
nobleman ought to do, and kept his carriage. Again, the 
same nobleman, on the morning after Duncan's murder, says, 
' Rising this morning early, I went to look out of my window, 
I could scarce see further than my heath.' And indeed the 
original author informs us that it had been a 'rough night,' so 
that the improver does not wander far from his text. The 
exquisite familiarity of this prose -patch was doubtless intended 
by the improver to break the tiresome monotony of Shakspeare's 
blank verse. In conclusion, Lady Macbeth is brought in 
repentant and counselling her husband to give up the crown 
for conscience sake. Item, she sees a ghost, which is all the 
time invisible to htm. Such was the Macbeth which Betterton 
acted, and a contemporary audience took on trust for 
Shakspeare's. C. L." 

Characters of Dramatic Writers Contem^oraryiuith Shakspeare 
(p. 63). — Chosen by Lamb in 1818, for publication in his 
collected works, from the "Specimens of English Dramatic 
Poets, who lived about the time of Shakspeare," published*in 
1808. His prefatory words explain that he here selects such 
criticisms as would be intelHgible and interesting apart from 
the passages to which they refer. 

Specimens from the Writings of Fuller, the Church Historian 
L. IV 257 S 
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(p. 93). — First printed in Leigh Hunt's Reflector^ No. iv. 
1811. 

On the Genius and Character of Hogarth (p. 106). — The 
Reflector^ No iii. 181 1. The "old-fashioned house in 

shire " was Blakesware in Hertfordshire. See letter of 

Lamb to Southey in October 1799: — "I have but just got 
your letter, being returned from Herts, where I have passed a 
few red-letter days with much pleasure. I would describe the 
country to you, as you have done by Devonshire, but alas ! 
I am a poor pen at that same. I could tell you of an old 
house with a tapestry bedroom, the 'judgment of Solomon' 
composing one panel, and ' Actaeon spying Diana naked,' the 
other. I could tell of an old marble hall, with Hogarth's 
prints, and the Roman Caesars in marble hung round." 

On the Poetical Works of George Wither (p. 139). — First 
printed in Lamb's works, 1818. These critical remarks were, 
in the first instance, marginal notes made by Lamb in an 
interleaved copy of Wither's Philarete and other poems, edited 
and printed by Lamb's friend and old schoolfellow, John 
Mathew Gutch, at his private press at Bristol. Mr. Gutch, 
in the appendix to his Lyttel Geste of Robin Hode (1847), thus 
tells the story of their origin : — 

"It was in the year 1809 that the editor's attention was 
first directed to Wither's publications, and his admiration of 
his poems gradually increased as many of his rare pieces fell 
into his hands, particularly those which Mr. Park had collected, 
with many of that gentleman's valuable annotations inter- 
spersed in their pages. He was encouraged to proceed in his 
selection by his warm-hearted friend and schoolfellow, Charles 
Lamb, who, it will be seen by the following letter, first became 
acquainted with Wither's poems through the editor : — 

' Dear Gutch — I did not see your brother who brought 
me Wither, but I understood he said you were daily expecting 
to come to town ; this has prevented my writing. The 
books have pleased me excessively ; I should think you 
could not have made a better selection. I never saw 
Philarete before — judge of my pleasure. I could not forbear 
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scribbling certain critiques in pencil on the blank leaves. 
Shall I send them, or may I expect to see you in town ? Some 
of them are remarks on the character of Wither and of his 
writings. Do you mean to have anything of that kind ? 
What I have said on Philarete is poor, but I think some of the 
rest not so bad ; perhaps I have exceeded my commission in 
scrawling over the copies, but my delight therein must excuse 
me, and pencil marks will rub out. Where is the life ? Write, 
for I am quite in the dark. Yours, with many thanks, 

C. Lamb. 

'Perhaps I could digest the few critiques prefixed to the 
" Satires," " Shepherds' Hunting," etc., into a short abstract of 
Wither's character and works, at the end of his life. But, 
may be, you don't want anything, and have said all you wish 
in the life. 

'■ April C), 1810, London.' 

"These pencil-marks Charles Lamb afterwards requested 
the editor to return to him, and they formed the matter of one of 
his papers in the collection of his works first published in 1818." 

Mr. Gutch was quite wrong in supposing that Lamb first 
became acquainted with Wither through this privately printed 
edition. What Lamb says is that he there met with Philarete 
for the first time. Four years earlier we find Lamb referring 
to Wither as one of his favourite writers. (See note to the 
Farewell to Tobacco.) And from Wither he had borrowed the 
rhymed couplet which remained to the end of his life the 
metre he most affected. 

The interleaved copy referred to by Mr. Gutch is now in 
the possession of Mr. A. C. Swinburne, and through his kind- 
ness I have been enabled to make a careful examination of it. 
An early copy of Gutch's edition was, in the first instance, 
interleaved, and sent to Lamb for his corrections of the press 
and suggestions as to emendations of the text, where corrupt 
or doubtful. These he furnished, together with criticisms and 
other remarks, written on the blank pages. Mr. Gutch seems 
then to have sent on the volumes to Dr. G. F. Nott, the 
editor of Surrey's and Wyatt's Poems. Dr. Nott added his 
quota of corrections and suggestions, and the volumes once 
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more found their way into the hands of Lamb, who proceeds 
[more suo) to criticise the last interloper with the utmost 
freedom of language and (as may well be believed) with a 
critical acumen that leaves Dr. Nott far behind. The 
necessity for continually diiFering from this rival critic finds 
abundant scope for grim jest in connection with his opponent's 
surname, " It should not, Nott ! " occurring over and over 
again, with slight variations of form. Many of Lamb's inter- 
jectional remarks and desperate plays upon words would hardly 
bear the dignity of type ; but now and again occurs some such 
fine outburst as the following. On Wither's Satire ix. On 
Ambition, Dr. Nott remarks, " A very dull essay indeed," where- 
upon Lamb turns upon him with fury, "Why double-dull it 
with thy dull commentary ? Have you nothing to cry out but 
' very dull,' ' a little better,' ' this has some spirit,' ' this is 
prosaic ' ? Foh ! If the sun of Wither withdraw awhile, 
clamour not for joy. Owl, it will out again, and blear thy 
envious eyes." 

And the shortest of Lamb's marginal comments often contain 
some felicity of expression which could have fallen from none 
but himself, as when Wither, in the Satire On Presumption, 
asks — 

" How, then, will those presumptuous fellows speed r 
Who think (forsooth) because that once a yeere 
They can afford the poor some slender cheere. 
Observe their country feasts, or common doles. 
And entertain their Christmas wassail bowls, 
Or else because that for the churches good, 
They in defence of Hock-tide custome stood, 
A Whitsun-ale, or some such godly motion," 

Lamb quietly notes, "The Puritan pokes out his tender horn 
here." 

Since I wrote the above note, Mr. Swinburne has published 
in the Nineteenth Century for January 1885 a full and particular 
account of the interleaved copy. 

Which Drayton seems to have felt (p. 146). — The quotation 
from Drayton is from the Ode " To Himself, and the Harp," 
in which occur the noble lines : — 
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" Apollo and the nine 
Forbid no man their shrine. 

That Cometh with hands pure ; 
Else they be so divine, 
They will not him endure." 

It is a notable instance of the lack of care with which 
Lamb's text has been dealt with by editors, that from the 
first appearance of this paper in 1818 to the date of my own 
edition an error was allowed to remain that makes nonsense 
of Drayton's lines. " Slake " had been from the first mis- 
printed "Stake." 

The Londoner (p. 148). — This short essay is in the form of a 
letter to Leigh Hunt's Reflector, but as a matter of fact it never 
appeared in any of the four numbers to which that periodical 
extended. It had probably been sent to Hunt for publication, 
and been prevented from appearing by the early collapse of the 
venture. 

The paper was written many years before — as far back indeed 
as 1 802. In a letter to Manning of February in that year, after 
defending his new play, yohn Woodvil, against certain criti- 
cisms of his friend, he adds somewhat abruptly, " I will now 
transcribe ' The Londoner ' (No. i ), and wind up all with affec- 
tion and humble servant at the end." Then followed, according 
to Talfourd, a transcription of this very paper. The subject of 
it was fresh in Lamb's thoughts or memory, and the essay is 
indeed an expansion of a passage in a letter to Wordsworth of 
about a year before — " I have passed all my days in London 
until I have found as many and intense local attachments as 
any of you mountaineers can have done with dead nature. The 
lighted shops of the Strand and Fleet Street ; the innumerable 
trades, tradesmen, and customers, coaches, wagons, playhouses ; 
all the bustle and wickedness round about Covent Garden ; the 
very women of the town ; the watchmen, drunken scenes, 
rattles, life awake, if you awake, at all hours of the night ; the 
impossibihty of being dull in Fleet Street ; the crowds, the 
very dirt and mud, the sun shining upon houses and pavements, 
the print-shops, the old book-stalls, parsons cheapening books, 
coffee-houses, steams of soup from kitchens, the pantomimes — 
London itself a pantomime and a masquerade — all these things 
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work themselves into my mind and feed me without a power of 
satiating me. The wonder of these sights impels me into night 
walks about her crowded streets, and I often shed tears in the 
motley Strand from fulness of joy at so much life — all these 
things must be strange to you, so are your rural emotions to 
me. But, consider, what must I have been doing all my life 
not to have lent great portions of my heart with usury to such 
scenes ? " 

The last sentence of this passage is repeated, it will be 
noticed, almost word for word, in the present essay. Lamb's 
affection for the great city was one of the most real and per- 
manent of his life. When he was living, in later years, in 
Covent Garden, he heads a letter to Payne Collier, "The 
Garden of England," and such indeed it was to him. Like Dr. 
Johnson returning from the Hebrides, he " resumed existence " 
only when he came back to the familiar surroundings of Fleet 
Street. 

On Burial Societies; and the Character of an Undertaker 
(p. 152). — Leigh Hunt's Reflector, No. iii. Art. xiii. 181 1. 

On the Danger of confounding Moral with Personal Deformity 
(p. 161). — Leigh Hunt's Reflector, No. ii. Art. xv. 181 1. 

On the Inconveniences resulting from being Hanged [p. i"] 2). — 
(Leigh Hunt's Reflector, No. ii. Art. xii. 181 1.) The leading 
idea of this essay was afterwards made by Lamb the subject of 
a farce called " The Pawnbroker's Daughter," which, after 
various ineffectual attempts to produce it upon the stage, he 
finally published in Blackwood for January 1830. There is 
now lying before me a note of Lamb's to the elder Charles 
Mathews, accompanying a copy of the farce, which he sub- 
mitted to Mathews' approval for production at the Adelphi. 
The note is dated October 27, 1828. Lamb's desire for 
success as a dramatist remained with him to the end of 
his life. 

The idea of hanging, with all its grim accessories, was a 
favourite one with this strange humorist. Readers of his 
correspondence will recall a Latin epigram on the subject, 
written for a school-boy, and sent to Southey in a letter of 
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May 1830. My friend Archdeacon Hessey has quite lately 
published in the pages of a school magazine (conducted by the 
boys of Merchant Taylors School) the true history of this 
epigram, and kindly allows me to transfer it to my notes. 
The composition of epigrams in Latin and in English was 
part of the regular curriculum of Merchant Taylors. "We 
boys," writes Dr. Hessey, " were allowed to obtain assistance 
from our friends (if we could) in this sort of composition, 
though in other matters we were bound to draw upon our own 
resources. 

" The subjects for 1 830 were Suum Cuique and Brevis esse 
lahoro. After some three or four exercise nights I confess that 
I was literally 'at my wits' end.' But a brilliant idea struck 
me. I had frequently, boy as I was, seen Charles Lamb at my 
father's house, and once, in 1825 or 1826, I had been taken to 
have tea with him and his sister, Mary Lamb, at their little 
house, Colebrook Cottage, a whitish-brown tenement, standing 
by itself close to the New River at Islington. He was very 
kind, as he always was to young people, and very quaint. I 
told him that I had devoured his ' Roast Pig,' and he congratu- 
lated me on possessing a thorough school-boy's appetite. And 
he was pleased when I mentioned my having seen the boys at 
Christ's Hospital at their public suppers, which then took place 
on the Sunday evenings in Lent. ' Could this good-natured 
and humorous old gentleman be prevailed upon to give me an 
Epigram ? ' 'I don't know,' said my father, to whom I put 
the question, ' but I will ask him, at any rate, and send him 
the mottos.' In a day or two there arrived from Enfield, to 
which Lamb had removed some time in 1827, not one, but 
two epigrams, one on each subject. That on Suum Cuique 
was in Latin, and was suggested by the grim satisfaction 
which had recently been expressed by the public at the capture 
and execution of some notorious highwayman. ... I have 
now before me the copies of them as they were shown up to 
the head-master, with the names of J. A. Hessey and F. Hessey 
attached to them respectively." Dr. Hessey proceeds to give 
the authentic text of the Latin epigram, which I may be 
allowed to repeat, especially as a misprint in Talfourd's version 
has never been corrected by later editors : — 
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" SUUM CuiQUE 

" Adsciscit sibi divitias et opes alienas 

Fur, rapiens, spolians, quod mihi quodque tibi 
Proprium erat — temnens haec verba Meumque Tuumque. 

Omne Suum est. Tandem cuique suum tribuit. 
Dat laqueo collum : vestes vah ! carnifici dat : 
Sese Diabolo : sic bene, Cuique Suum." 

On the Melancholy of Tailors (p. 187). — This paper first 
appeared in the Champion of December 4, 18 14, then edited by- 
John Scott, afterwards editor of the London Magazine. The 
paper seems to be referred to by Lamb in a letter to Words- 
worth, written just after or just before its appearance in print, 
in the end of November 18 14. The "Burton" mentioned 
refers to his having signed the essay " burton junior" : — 

" Dear W. — Your experience about tailors seems to be in 
point blank opposition to Burton, as much as the author of 
' The Excursion ' does, toto coelo, differ in his notion of a 
country life from the picture which W. H. (WilHam Hazlitt) 
has exhibited of the same. But with a little explanation you 
and B. may be reconciled. It is evident that he confined his 
observations to the genuine native London tailor. What freaks 
tailor-nature may take in the country is not for him to give 
account of. And certainly some of the freaks recorded do give 
an idea of the persons in question being beside themselves, 
rather than in harmony with the common, moderate, self- 
enjoyment of the rest of mankind. A flying-tailor, I venture 
to say, is no more in rerum naturd than a flying-horse or a 
gryphon. His wheeling his airy flight from the precipice you 
mention had a parallel in the melancholy Jew who toppled from 
the monument. Were his limbs ever found ? Then, the man 
who cures diseases by words is evidently an inspired tailor. 
Burton never affirmed that the art of sewing disqualified the 
practiser of it from being a fit organ for supernatural revelation. 
He never enters into such subjects. 'Tis the common, unin- 
spired tailor which he speaks of. Again, the person who makes 
his smiles to be heard, is evidently a man under possession ; a 
demoniac tailor. A greater hell than his own must have a 
hand in this. I am not certain that the cause which you 
advocate has much reason for triumph. You seem to me to 
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substitute light-headedness for light-heartedness by a trick, or 
not to know the difference. I confess a grinning tailor would 
shock me. Enough of tailors ! " 

The title and signature of this essay declare the source of 
its inspiration. It is likely enough that the mention by the 
original Burton of cabbage as a " melancholy diet " suggested 
the whole paper. Cabbage — in its double sense of the vegetable 
so called and of stealing — has been long a calumnious jest at 
the expense of tailors, from a supposed inclination in them to 
appropriate odd scraps and remnants of the cloth entrusted to 
them. This expression, and the grim title (referred to in this 
letter) given to the dark cavity beneath a tailor's working- 
board into which the fragments of " cabbage " were dropped, 
were favourite jests with Lamb. See the stanza in his " Satan 
in search of a wife," the Devil having fallen in love with a 
tailor's daughter : — 

" Who is she that by night from her balcony looks 
On a garden where cabbage is springing ? 
'Tis the tailor's fair lass ." 

Hospita on the Immoderate Indulgence of the Pleasures of the 
Palate (p. 194). — The Reflector^'iio. iv. 181 1. 

Edax on Appetite (p. 199). — The Reflector^ No. iv. 181 1. 

Mr. H., a Farce, in two Acts (p. 211). — Lamb's letters to 
Wordsworth and Manning in the summer of 1 806 are full of 
almost childish delight in the prospect of the first performance 
of his farce. Thus he writes to Manning in China : — "Now, 
you'd like to know the subject. The title is 'Mr. H.,' no 
more ; how simple, how taking ! A great H sprawling over 
the play-bill, and attracting eyes at every corner. The story 
is a coxcomb appearing at Bath, vastly rich — all the ladies 
dying for him — all bursting to know who he is — but he goes 
by no other name than Mr. H., a curiosity Hke that of the 
dames of Strasburg about the man with the great nose. But 
I won't tell you any more about it. Yes, I will : but I can't 
give you any idea how I've done it. I'll just tell you that 
after much vehement admiration, when his true name comes 
out, ' Hogsflesh,' all the women shun him, avoid him, and not 
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one can be found to change her name for him — that's the 
idea — how flat it is here — but how whimsical in the farce ; 
and only think how hard upon one it is that the ship is 
despatched to-morrow, and my triumph cannot be ascertained 
till the Wednesday after — but all China will ring of it by 
and by." 

The looked-for triumph was, as every one knows, to be 
exchanged for summary failure. "Great curiosity," says 
Talfourd, who was evidently among the audience, " was excited 
by the announcement ; the house was crowded to the ceiling ; 
and the audience impatiently awaited the conclusion of the long, 
dull, intolerable opera of ' The Travellers,' by which it was 
dreceded. At length Mr. EUiston, the hero of the farce, 
entered, gaily dressed and in happiest spirits — enough, but not 
too much elated — and delivered the prologue with great 
vivacity and success. The farce began ; at first it was much 
applauded, but the wit seemed wire-drawn, and when the cur- 
tain fell on the first act the friends of the author began to fear. 
The second act dragged heavily on, as second acts of farces will 
do ; a rout at Bath, peopled with ill-dressed and over-dressed 
actors and actresses, increased the disposition to yawn ; and 
when the moment of disclosure came, and nothing worse than 
the name Hogsflesh was heard, the audience resented the long 
play on their curiosity, and would hear no more. Lamb, with 
his sister, sat, as he anticipated, in the front of the pit, and 
having joined in encoring the prologue, the brilliancy of which 
injured the farce, he gave way with equal pliancy to the common 
feeling, and hissed and hooted as loudly as any of his neighbours. 
The next morning's play-bill contained a veracious announce- 
ment that ' the new farce of Mr. H., performed for the first 
time last night, was received by an overflowing audience with 
universal applause, and will be repeated for the second time 
to-morrow ' ; but the stage lamps never that morrow saw ! 
Elliston would have tried it again, but Lamb saw at once that 
the case was hopeless, and consoled his friends with a century 
of puns for the wreck of his dramatic hopes." 

Crabb Robinson was also present at the first performance, 
and confirms Talfourd's account in every respect. He adds : 
" The prologue was very well received. Indeed it could not 
fail, being one of the very best in the language. But on the 
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disclosure of the name the squeamishness of the vulgar taste in 
the pit shewed itself by hisses, and I recollect that Lamb joined, 
and was probably the loudest hisser in the house." Hazlitt in 
his " Table Talk " Essay " On great and little things " adds 
yet a few more details to the history of the event : " I remember 
when Lamb's farce was damned (for damned it was, that's cer- 
tain) I used to dream every night for a month after (and then 
I vowed I would plague myself no more about it) that it was 
revived at one of the minor or provincial theatres with great 
success, that such and such retrenchments had been made 
in it, and that it was thought it might do at the other House. 
I had heard, indeed (this was told in confidence to Lamb), 
that Gentleman Lewis was present on the night of its per- 
formance, and said that if he had had it he would have made it, 
by a few judicious curtailments, 'the most popular little thing 
that had been brought out for some time.' How often did I 
conjure up in recollection the full diapason of applause at the 
end of the prologue, and hear my ingenious friend in the first 
row of the pit roar with laughter at his own wit ! " And 
Hazhtt's Recollections end with the passage beginning "Mr. 
H., thou wert damned," which Lamb prefixed to his farce when 
he published it for the first time in i8i8, and which has been 
preserved in that place as a fit and appropriate preface ever 
since. 

Neither the inadequacy of the secret as to the hero's name 
nor its vulgarity seems to have been the real secret of the 
pubhc resentment. An able American critic, Mr. J. Brander 
Matthews, gives the true cause. "The fault of the piece," 
he writes, " the fatal fault, was the keeping of the secret from 
the spectators. To keep a secret is a misconception of true 
theatrical effect, an improper method of sustaining dramatic 
suspense. An audience is interested not in what the end may 
be, but in the means whereby that end is to be reached. . . . 
If the audience that night had been slily let into the secret in 
an early scene, they would have had double enjoyment in watch- 
ing the futile endeavours of the dramatis persona to divine it, 
and they would not have been disappointed when Mr. Hogsflesh 
let slip his full patronymic. Kept in ignorance, the spectators 
joined the actors in speculation, and when the word was 
revealed they were not amused by the disgust of the actors, 
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so annoyed were they that they had been puzzled by a vulgar 
name. Perhaps, too, there was a certain reaction after the 
undue expectancy raised by the prologue. Lamb wrote to 
Wordsworth that ' the number of friends they had in the House 
was astonishing.' Now nothing is so dangerous on the first 
night of a new play as a large number of friends in the audience. 
One is greatly inclined to regret that Lamb did not yield to 
EUiston, and let the play be acted again. If it had had a 
second chance the injudicious friends would have been absent, 
and the name of the hero would have been noised abroad, and, 
once in the possession of this secret, the audience might well 
have laughed long and heartily at the hero's misadventures." 

I do not know whether it has been noticed that Lamb's 
prologue is suggested by Garrick's to the School for Scandal. 
It was but thirty years since Sheridan's plays were written, and 
the fascination of his mannerisms still controlled all writers of 
comedy. Lamb's wit, however, was not of the Congreve type, 
and he had to rely mainly on vivacity of manner, and a too 
liberal sprinkhng of puns and such verbal humour. It is hardly 
unfair to him to suggest that the last words of the farce, " Hogs- 
flesh has saved his Bacon," were the first thought of, and that 
the farce was written to lead up to them. 

The surname Hogsflesh, it may be added, is by no means 
confined to Lamb's farce. Mr. George Leslie, R.A., in his delight- 
ful book on the Thames, mentions a school-fellow of that name, 
and the editor has heard, not remotely, of a family bearing the 
name, who, with a coyness that would have delighted Lamb, 
softened the obnoxious syllables into Ho^flesh. Lamb had pro- 
bably met with the name in real life, and his prompt fancy had 
at once seized upon its farcical capabilities. The farce seems 
never to have been acted in public in England since its summary 
rejection in December 1806. It was played at an amateur 
performance by the late C. J. Mathews in 1822, as recorded in 
the actor's memoirs. It was acted, furthermore, some twenty 
years ago on a single occasion, by a society of young profes- 
sional actors who styled themselves the " Dramatic Students." 
Played as it then was, in one act, and with no disclosure of a 
secret to disappoint the audience, it proved very entertaining. 
In America the fate of the little play has been different. Three 
months after its performance at Drury Lane it was produced 
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in New York. It was produced later, in i8i2, in Philadelphia, 
at the Chestnut Street Theatre, and had a considerable run. 

A Drury Lane play-bill of December lo, 1806, is in my 
possession. After giving all particulars of the "Operatic Drama" 
of The Travellers, in which Braham, Mathews, Dignum, Mrs. 
Bland, Dowton, and others took part, the bill proceeds : — 

" After which will be produced (never acted) a new Farce in 
two acts, called 

Mr. H 



" The characters by Mr. Elliston, Mr. Wewitzer, Mr. Bartley, 
Mr. Penley, Mr. Purser, Mr. Carles, Mr. Cooke, Mr. Fisher, 
Mr. Placide, Mr. Webb, Miss Mellon, Mrs. Sparke, Miss 
Tidswell, Mrs. Harlowe, Mrs. Scott, Mrs. Maddocks, Miss 
Sanders. 

"The Prologue to be spoken by Mr. Elliston." 

The author's name is not announced ; but the original 
owner of the play-bill has annotated the copy by writing 
opposite the title of the Farce — "By Mr. Lamb, — damned." 

I append a list of the works of Lamb published during his 
lifetime, in which the writings included in these two volumes 
originally appeared : — 

(i.) Poems on various Subjects, by S. T. Coleridge, late^of 
Jesus College, Cambridge. London : printed for C. G. and J. 
Robinsons and J. Cottle, bookseller, Bristol. 1 796. (Contains 
four sonnets, signed C. L.) 

(2.) Poems, by S. T. Coleridge. Second edition — to which 
are now added Poems by Charles Lamb and Charles Lloyd. 
Printed by N. Biggs for J. Cottle, Bristol, and Messrs. Robin- 
sons, London. 1797. 

(3.) Blank Verse, by Charles Lloyd and Charles Lamb. 
London : printed by T. Bensley for John and Arthur Arch, 
No. 23 Grace Church Street. 1798. 

(4.) A Tale of Rosamund Gray and Old Blind Margaret, by 
Charles Lamb. London : printed for Lee and Hurst, No. 32 
Paternoster Row. 1798. 
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(5.) John Woodvil, a Tragedy^ by C. Lamb, to which are 
added Fragments of Burton, the author of the Anatomy of 
Melancholy. London. 1802. 

(6.) Specimens of English Dramatic Poets^ who lived about the 
time of Shakspeare, with Notes, by Charles Lamb. London. 
1808. 



(7.) The Works of Charles Lamb. In two volumes. London. 
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(8.) Album Ferses, with a few others, by Charles Lamb. 
London. 1830. 
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